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A Bestless Bun of 


Lucusts 


CAST 


Sanda ADENIY1 

lyabo KUT! 

Chief Michael KUT]... lvabo’s father 
Mrs, Arike KUTI ... lvabo’s father 
Party Leader 

Three Elders 

Obe ["Knife") _ ... Party Thug 

Other thugs 

Neighbours 


DRAMA ONE 
"Stop! tn tBe name of fve...” 


room at the Adeniyis, in complete 


Late morning. Sitting- 
s and wounded in a 


disarray. Sanda is lying unconsciou 
corner, as Iyabo enters. — 


sed and concerned]. Whatever could have 
e? [Sees Sanda, runs to him] Sanda! My 
ive as she shakes and fans him]. 


Iyabo: Yes, thank God I came. Are you all right now? 
el awful. But it’s getting better. 
abo: I came in to find the house like this. Chairs thrown © 
Tables overturned. And you lying 
jous. What happened? Was there a fight? 

‘it was a massacre. They » 
we were too few for them. 
_ I thought that last blow had 
rearrange the 


Sanda: must have been 4 fool. [Running to the door]. \_ 


am going after them. 


Iyabo: No, don’t. They’! er they 


| harm: you again, whoev 


must rescue him! 


are. 
Sanda: They've taken my brother away: ! 
Iyabo: Alone? At least get some help . 


- Sanda: No time for that, They'll only get further away. 


Iyabo: Then tell me who they are, and I will send for help. 


Sanda: No! 
Iyabo: But I can do it, Trust me! [He stops at the 
Why, why are you jooking at me like that? 
Sanda: 1 don’t trust you, lyabo. / 
Tyabo: [Shocked] Sanda! es 
Sanda: Not after what hashappened. gs 
_ Tyabo: What have I done? 0 Rages ' 
Sanda: [Coming back into the room]. You want to know’ 
‘what happened here, so will tell you. No, it was not a 
hurricane that swept this place and knocked things all 
over. Nor was the wind. It was your father’s thugs! 
_ Tyabo: No, that can’t be true! — 
Sanda: It can’t? Before we could defend ourselves, they . 
swooped on us! They were many and well-armed; wehad- 
is ‘You can see the results yourself. 


door]. 
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Party Leader: Don’t worry. We took him to the hospital. 
He was in a bad way, that was why we could not wait to 
attend to you. Hope you don’t mind. 


Sanda: That’s all right. But my brother, is he as bad as 
that? 


Party Leader: Very bad. It was him those vandals were 
really after. The doctors say his condition is critical, and 
are very pessimistic. They’ve put him on the danger list. 


He won't be able to stand for any elections now, I’m 
afraid. ; 

Sanda: Hear that, lyabo? That’s your father’s work. 

Tyabo: | can’t believe it. How could father do such a thing? 

Party Leader: He is a desperate man. He knows he will 
lose the elections. Day by day he has watched his | 
supporters dwindle, cross over to our side. They don’t 
trust him. What has he to offer except decadence and 
reaction? Except filth and dirt and lies! 

Iyabo: No, don’t speak like that of my father. I forbid you! 

Party Leader: Why will he not play fair? Why should he 
resort to violence! To murder! To the dirtiest, and most 
cowardly means! /Stops]. And you too, with all your 
pretence about love and so forth, how am I sure it’s not 
all pretence? A front to enable you to spy for him! 

Iyabo (Shocked, turns to Sanda] Sanda, surely you don’t 
believe that! ' . 

Sanda:]1 can believe anything now, Iyabo. Your father is 
Capable of anything. 

Party Leader: Well, go home and tell your father: that 
the game has just begun. Nothing that happens to Tunde 
will alter anything, We shall go on! : 

Sanda: Yes, we shall go on! I never before was much 
interested in my brother's affairs, but now I too have 
entered the game, Tell your father, he may win, he may 
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Iyabo: Sanda, you! 

Sanda: Yes,-me. As from this moment, if the Leader will 
agree, | am going to replace my brother on the soapbox. I 
am going to stand in his place. 

Party Leader: Hurray! Take my hand, my boy! Thank 
you, thank you. I was afraid that old fox would beat us. I 
was afraid we'd never find another candidate in time to 
match him. But my fears are gone now. Thank you, boy! 

Sanda: The same rallying call shall still ring all over the 
town: ‘Vote for Adeniyi!” As it rang for my brother, so 
for me. “Vote for Adeniyi!” 

Party Leader: “Vote for Adeniyi!” 

All: [Except Iyabo] Vote for Adeniyi! 

Iyabo: Pause, Sanda. Pause in t 
Remember, you promised me. You sw 
in politics. ) 

Sanda: That promise is gone. My brother’s blood has 
washed it away. He shall be avenged! 

Iyabo: Don’t you love me again? Have you forgotten me 
already? Listen, leave my father and your brother to their 
fighting. It does not concern us. We have love. Don’t let 

_ their hatred contaminate us. 

Sanda: Tunde shall be avenged! Go away, 
to me now but my enemy’s daughter. | 

Iyabo: [Broken] No, no. say you still love me. Say you're 


still my Sanda! 

Sanda: Go away. Your Sanda is dead, Your father killed 
him too. | 

Jyabo: Darling, the 
Maybe you can still change yo 


Sanda: | am not interested, 


he name of love! 
ore never to dabble 


you are nothing 


re was something | came to tell you. 


ur mind. 
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the truth now]. All right, I'll go. But 
9 | shall never forgive you. [Goes] 
own into the market. Go among 
the women, among the artisans, among the sellers of 
cloth, Hurry on down to wherever the gossips collect, in 
the wine shops, at the drinking bars. Go and brandish 
your wounds and your plasters. Wave your bandages like 
flags for all to see. Go, spread the news of what happened 
here, of the Chief’s brutality, of nty brother’s life hanging 
in the balance. Tell them 1 am replacing him, and why! 
Spare no details! And if by nightfall a thousand more 
voters have not changed over to our side, let Adeniyi 
lose! ae) ce 
Party Leader: [Rushing out] Hurray! Vote for Adeniyi! 
[The cry is taken up as they all rush out. Lights]. 


Iyabo: [Accepting 
take care you hear 
Sanda: Now, men, hurry d 
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fragments]. For God’s sake control yourself. Why, you 
should be ashamed, getting jumpy and nervous all 
because of an election. Are you the first person to stand 
as candidate at—?, 


Chief Kuti: Shut your mouth, woman! What do you know 
about it? : 

Mrs. Kuti: Well, break the whole house down into 
fragments. It will help you win:°To look at you, one 
would think you’re standing against a formidable 
opponent, instead of just a mere stripling. A boy only a 
little older than your daughter! 

Chief Kuti: A mere stripling! Talk, woman! Have you 
taken a walk round the town lately? Have you passed by 
the markets? Why, that boy’s name sweeps the town like 
a run of locusts. That mere:stripling, the whole town is 
noisy with his emblems! ie ‘ 

Mrs. Kuti: And you lose heart already? Many words do 
not fill a basket. Mere noise does not win elections. 

Chief Kuti: I suppose you think that supporters just drop 
from heavem, don’t you? That votes are won by magic! I 
tell you, no one remembers my name. That “boy” will 

defeat me on Saturday, unless... 

Mrs. Kuti: Unless what? 

Chief Kuti: Don’t worry me woman! Carry on with your 
knitting, or get into the kitchen and cook. 

Mrs. Kuti; But I’ve got a right to know, haven’t 1? Since 
you started all this masquerade— 

Chief Kuti: Masquerade! 


_ Mrs. Kuti: —You’ye not been the same. You’ve become a 


total stranger. You ravé up and down the house like 
storm, throwing things here and there, breaking cups, 
mumbling all the time to yourself like a madman. I call 
you, you don’t answer. I cook for you, you hardly eat. All 
you dé is drink like a fish, like a stinking fish. Mysterious 


| men come and go, talking to you in whispers, or behind 
| locked doors. You don’t let me into what you do. You 
| have shut me out of your life. Oh no, I can’t stand it any 
longer. I can’t keep quiet any more. If this is what politics 
will bring, then you'd better stop it now, stop it! Let’s 
| return to what we were before. But I won’t stand it any 
longer. I won't. [He drinks, without answering]. Won't 

j you say anything? 

Chief Kuti: I didn’t know you had finished. They should 
put you on the soapbox. You’d make a fine speaker, 

Mrs. Kuti: Is that all you can say? 

Chief Kuti: What more. shall I say? You'll not 
understand. To you, woman, politics is a masquerade, 
something to be played in fancy robes and with toy 
fireworks. You won’t understand that for me, for us men, 
it means much more than that. 

Mrs. Kuti: Like what? Like the wreckage of the home, 

wie the loss of our peace and tranquillity? Like the wreckage 

of a husband, no more now than a husk, a drunken, 
stinking husk? : 

Chief Kuti: Hold your tongue, woman, or I’ll— [She 

| recoils under the threat]. To hell with your tranquillity 

and your peace of mind! If you can’t ‘understand, at least 
you can keep your mouth shut! [Knock at the door 


Come in! [Enter two thugs. He hurries to meet them and 
draws them aside] Yes? 


1* Thug: All done, Chief, 

Chief Kuti: You got him? 

1" Thug: Sure! ~ 

2"? Thug: Him an’ three other bastards. 

1 Thug: Yes, And his brother too, 

Chief Kuti: You mean Sanda? 

1" Thug; Yes, sah! An’ the house too, we finish am. 
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Chief Kuti: Sure there was no mistake? ~ 

ge Thug: No worry, ogah. We sabi our job well. See? 
[They show him their daggers, blood stained]. 

Chief Kuti: That’s all right then. Hope you covered your 
tracks well. Nobody must suspect me. 

Nie Thug: We break the house so-tay people go say na 
vief. 

1" Thug: Only thing be say we no find money. 

Chief Kuti Right go and hide your weapons. You have 
done well. (They do not move. He' remembers]. Oh, sorry. 
I forgot. Here you are. [Takes some. money from his 
agbada, and gives them]. Don’t forget. Be around on 
Friday morning when I drive round the town. I want you 
to follow me in case anything happens. 

1“ Thug: Trust us, Chief. We no go forget. We go come. 

Chief Kuti: Yes, come, but come sober, you hear? At 
leastnot too drunk. 

[Exeunt thugs. The Chief begins to. laugh, at first softly, 
then hysterically]. 

Mrs. Kuti: [Alarmed] Michael, what’s wrong with you? 
Have you gone mad? 

Chiefj Kuti: (Still laughing] Fetch me another glass. Two, 
one for you too! We must celebrate! 

Mrs. Kuti: (Not moving] Celebrate what? 

Chief Kuti Why do you look so frightened? Poor 
darling! Come, let me kiss you! 

Mrs. Kuti: Leave me alone! /Pushes him off? You’ve 
gone raving mad! 

Chief Kuti; Hear that? She says I'm mad, me, her 
husband! /Laughs] What’s the world coming to when a 
wife can’t rejoice with her husband? /Takes the bottle] 
Well, cheers! (Drinks. ~. (eee 

Mrs. Kuti: Who are those men, Michael? 
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Mrs. Kuti: What? 

Chief Kuti: The happy news! [Laughs 
disappointment]. That is to say, they were hi 
men usually hide under their knickers. 

Mrs. Kuti: Enough, if you're going to be indecent. 

Chief Kuti: (Becoming sudden 
why shouldn’t you even know? 
inittoo, . 


Mrs. Kuti: What can your elections mean to me? 

Chief Kuti: A lot! 
money’s in it too. 

Mrs. Kuti My money! 
her]. O God! Michael, y 


at her 
ding what 


ly serious, Sinister] But 
After all you have a Stake 


[Gradually the truth dawns on 


ou can’t mean— 
Chief Kuti: Yes, I mean. O 


ur Savings went too on the 
campaign. 
Mrs. Kuti: [Refusing to believe] No, you can’t mean 
that! You can’t! 


Chief Kuti: Where did you think I got the money for all 
those winnings and dinings? For the numerous things 
bought for supporters, To bribe this, man‘or that man. You 
didn’t think J Stole, it, did you? 

Mrs. Kuti: 


money? 

So you took our money and spent it: The 

money we’ saved painfully over so many years for qur 
children, To build them a\home. To feed and clothe them. 
To educate them. Now you have gone and spent it! 

Chief Kuti: 1 was Not even enough. I've had to borrow 
more, 


Mrs. Kuti: Anq why, Why? To achieve 


. 


what? 


1] 


More than you think. For. your 


saiaamnstilamaneiememeiasestase 
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Chief Kuti: How can you understand? You’re a woman. 

Mrs. Kuti: I wouldn’t have believed it, Michael. That 
you could go as low as that, to do something so base. And 
you didn’t even tell me. You didn’t even ask, my 

_ permission. 

Chief Kuti: It was not necessary. From the day you 
married me, you forsook the right to refuse me. Asking 
was mere waste of time. 

Mrs. Kuti: That’s a lie. I never gave you the se to 
decide for me. 

Chief Kuti: You did, when you swore to love me for 
better, or for worse. And what’s the use crying now? I 
shall replace everything when I win the elections. 

Mrs. Kuti: And what if you lose? /Enter Iyabo, 
unnoticed]. 

' Chief Kuti: The stakes are too high. I must win. And at 
all costs. By any means! 

Tyabo: Including murder, father? (The parents start in 
surprise. Mother is shocked). 

Mrs. Kuti: What are you = us, child? What do you 
mean by murder? 

Tyabo: Ask father, mother, He will tell you. 

Chief Kuti: [Recovering himself] When did you start 
sneaking like a ee on into the house? Go into your room at 
once! 

Iyabo: Not yet, SIR! Mother asked you a question. I too 
will like to hear your answer. 

Chief Kuti: Ronke, your daughter is out of her mind. 

Iyabo: No, father, I am sane, Very sane. And you know it. 


~ Chief Kuti: Something has definitely happened to the 
child. . 
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Iyabo: I am no longer a child, chief. 1 have seen blood, and 
] have grown up suddenly, I have seen murder, and I feel 
like fifty years old already. 

Mrs. Kuti: lyabo, come to me. What’s this talk of blood 
and murder? Come and explain to me. 

Iyabo: Your husband will explain. 

Mrs. Kuti My husband! Isn’t he your father, Iyabo? 

. Iyabo:. Yes, mother, I admit it. It’s my misfortune. 

Mrs. Kuti [Shocked] lyabo! 

Chief Kuti: Listen to me: I say, go to your room at—! 

Iyabo: I will go. But only after you have explained to 
mother and to me! 

Mrs. Kuti Explain what? Won’t you tell me? 

Chief Kuti: Go now, or I’ll— [Moves, threatening, 
towards her]. 

Iyabo: [Nor flinching] Strike, father! 1 am no longer afraid 
of you! Strike, chief! That’s all you know! That’s all you 
can do! Strike! Strike! As apes and wild gorillas do! 
Beasts with no sense or feeling, but only animal instincts! 
Strike, and murder me too, as you did HIM! Kill me, 
mur-ur-de-rer! [He strikes her down:in fury]. 

Mrs. Kuti: Michael! You struck her! You struck your 
own daughter! 

Chief Kuti: Wild] As I shall strike you too, if you don’t 
hold your tongue! 

Mrs. Kuti: So it’s true! You have killed someone! 

Chief Kuti: It’s a lie! 

Iyabo: Ask him, mother, about his political rival, wit s in 
hospital now. Ask him who sent thugs to kill him! 

Mrs, Kuti; Michael, is it true? Did you do such’a thing? 

Chief Kuti; Don’t bother me! [He starts to walk away, 
she clings to him]. 


Mrs. Kuti: I must know the truth, Michael! You can’t gO 
till I know. What did you do to Tunde Adeniy!? 

Chief Kuti: [He doesn't answer, his hands are 
trembling]. 

Mrs. Kuti: [Recoiling in horror]. So 1 
my husband! 

Chief Kuti: [Breaking out in frenzy] All right, I did it! It 
is true! I admit it! A mere boy! A stripling born only 
yesterday. A mere kid whose father cannot beat his chest 
where men are speaking! Whose father cannot stand in 
the assembly of the elders! Whose father’s house 1S 
shown to strangers with the left hand! That boy, that 
nobody dares to stand in my way! 

Mrs. Kuti; You killed him! 

A Chief Kuti: (Still possessed] | warned him! A mere 

sapling dressing his vegetable head on my path, I warned 
him, but he took no heed. He, a boy, he was threatening 
all I had spent my life putting together. All I had toiled 
for, the sweat of fifty slow years! | warned him, but he 
took the sound of war drums for that of festival: has his 
father ever been in war? He would not listen to warning, 
so, with one hand I plucked him out, by the roots! He, 
mere sapling, I cleared him from my way! 

Mrs. Kuti: My husband, a murderer! 

Chief Kuti: He should have known! He should have been 
on his guard. What did he think politics is? A game of 

_ ayo? A gutter game! A dirty game! A dangerous game! A 
game not meant for infants! Stop there! Where are you 
going? 

Iyabo; [Who had risen and was moving towards the door] eit 
To them. To where I belong. 

Chief Kuti: You belong here! 

Iyabo: No, never! To them: To those who fight clean! 


t’s true! Michael, 
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Chief Kuti; You cannot go! I'll kill you! 

Iyabo: You're too late, father. My love is in the other 
camp! 

Chief Kuti Your love! 

Iyabo: Yes, my love. You wouldn’t know. When last, did 
you take interest in my well-being? Sanda has been my 
lover for five months now. I carry his child and | am 
going to marry him! 

Mrs. Kuti: What, Iyabo! You too! 

Chief Kuti: Sanda Adeniyi, Tunde’s brother! 

Tyabo: He’s going to stand against you now, in place of his 
brother. And I'll be there, by his side! 

Chief Kuti: (Choked with fury] You ... you ... No! you’ ll 
not add to my humiliation, unnatural. daughter! I’1] kill 
you first! [He rushes at her, chases her round the room. 
Mother runs out screaming for help]. 

Iyabo: [Screaming] No, murderer! You'll not make me 
your victim too! I won’t allow you! My life is not in your 
hands! 

Chief Kuti: /Mad] I brought you into this world. With my 
hands Ill send you back to hell, to hell from where you 
came! [Her eyes catch her bible on the shelf, Almost on 
the point of exhaustions, she grabs the bible and Slings it 
in his face. He catches it by reflex]. 

lyabo: Thou shall not kill! [He is brought to a halt}. Open 
it father. It’s the Bible you gave me. Your first gift to me. 
Remember those lines you taught me? I have underlined 
them all. Open it and read: Thou shall not kill. Love thys 
fellow men, as thyself! [Enter ‘mother, with neighbours. 

:He'turns away from her]. Why, you are trembling, father. 
Are you afraid? Didn’t you teach mé yourself? /Reireats 
towards mother, exhausted]. Mother, take me away from 
here. Don’t ever let me ‘Step this door again! /She falls: 
into their arms, Neighbours carry her out] . 
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Mrs. Kuti Michael, you'll pay for it! The law will catch 
you. 

Chief Kuti: I am not afraid! Nobody can prove anything. 
I know you will not accuse your husband. Or will you? 

Mrs. Kuti 0, I hate you! God will punish you! 
[Runs out]. 

Chief Kuti: What God will punish me? [Flinging the 
Bible away] God does not exist! God is a myth, a lie, a 


tale for infants! Let him punish me, if he can! Of what- 


use to me are a hundred hosannas at the polling station? 
‘How many hallelujahs will buy a single vote? Faith is 
outside there, in the cry of supporters, in the weight of the 
ballot-box. Salvation is winning the elections! And that’s 
all I care about! Votes! victory! That’s all I want! Money! 
Not your heaven after death! Not your bloody prayers and 
parables and what not! [He takes the bottle to his lips, but 
before he can drink his frenzy passes away]. Yet, suppose 
He does exist, after all! /Bortle drops from his hands] 
Suppose He is watching me, judging me now! [Picks up 
Bible, falls to his knees] No, God, don’t forsake me! I 


confess everything. Everything! Have mercy on me, I am 
a sinner! 


Lights. End of Drama Two. | 

pe rn ee ee 
DRAMA THREE 
‘Many words donot fa Basket 


Almost a week later. Sitting-room of the Adeniyis, as in 
Drama One, only there are more posters and placards.. 
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Three men are seated, as ;Sanda enters, shouting 
instructions through the doar. He is very well dressed 


Sanda: Tell the women to go first with the placards. The 
Ones in green: Let them surround the soapbox. [As he 
enters, tHe men, senior elders in the palace, rise 
awkwardly, saluting. They are old men, and much of what 
is happening is incomprehensible to them. All they are 
concerned about is the welfare of the town, and 
performing their duties to the Oba as best as they can]. 

Sanda: /Not answering them] Save the greetings! What do 
you want here? 

1" Elder No need to quarrel, young man. We come in 
peace. 

Sanda: I trust no one. Especially when they are old. 

1" Elder :Well, listen to us first. Maybe you’ll change 
your mind, 

Sanda: We’ll see. Excuse me. [Goes to the door] Obe! 
[Response outside. Obe enters]. Are the women gone? 

Obe: No, sah. 

Sanda: Good, I almost forgot. They must not leave 
unarmed, Force will respect force, not weakness. We 
must not show the Chief that we are weak. We must be 
prepared to meet him on his own terms. 

Obe: Yes ogah. Na de t’ing wey I talk. Make we fight dem. 

Sanda: | am not asking your opinion. 

Obe: Sorry, sah, Na me foolish mouth. He like to talk too 
much, 

Sanda: Take this key, and open the strong-room, You 

_ know where to find the cutlasses, behind the gari bags. 
Bring them out, and give one to each woman to hide 
' under her wrapper, But properly hidden, understand? 
Obe: | hear sah, . 


{ 
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Sanda: See to it yourself that they are not showing. And 
tell the women they’re not to bring them out for any 
reason unless I give the word. Is that clear? 

Obe: Right, sah. I go go tell them. [Goes/ 

Sanda: [Coming back] Well, gentlemen, what can I do to 
help you? ; 

1" Elder Sanda, we come from the palace. 

Sanda: [Bowing in mock respect] I am most. terribly 
impressed. 

1° Elder :Kabiyesi sent us. 
Sanda: Naturally. You’re paid to carry his errands. | 
ra ear Elder [Provoked] We come with very important words 
for you. 
: ‘Sanda: Thank you. But as you can see, I am very busy. In 
a few minutes, | shall ‘be on the soapbox for the last time 
_ before the elections. I don’t want to think of anything else 
now. Take } your message back or wait till my return. — 
be x Elder: a eripoled) The stig does not wait! _ 


1" Elder When the Kabiyesi talks, no one can be in a 


hurry. 

Sanda: Well, I’m sorry, but | am. Ss 

2"! Elder: Have you lost your manners, young man‘ Don’t 
you think you should respect us? ‘ 

Sanda: Respect you! Of course I do not respect you. You 
are everything that is hateful to me. Agents of reaction 
and repression, all that is old and decadent and stagnant, 
just as Chief Kuti is! Talk, because you must talk. But 
talk quick, before you are wiped out. Before our 
generation sweeps you away. ] am not interested in your 
Kabiyesi being worried. Do you think I have no worries 
of my own? And why should he not be ill? Who would be 
well with so many wives? But I don’t cure waist pains or 
repair hip dislocations ... an 

2"! Elder: Take care what you say, young man! Take care, 
lest a curse fall on your head. 

Sanda: Let it fall! Do you think I am afraid? Your ancient 
voices don’t frighten me. I belong to the new generation, 
the generation that lives! And we shall turn your ancient 
institutions upside down! Because the future belongs to 
us! Listen, why are you not content with dying slowly in 
your small holes? You messengers of darkness, why must 
you come out to disturb the sun? Why must you stir your 
corpses to trouble us? 


1” Elder: [Now angry] That’s enough! You’re not ‘in a 
classroom castigating school children. You’re before your 
elders, and you have climbed your tree past the highest 
leaf. Beware, you are on the edge of tumbling down. The 

ud mae flew too close to the sun got himself burnt. 

; ey Ow stones at the throne. Have you a place to hide 

* it starts throwing curses back? 
ee Hear! Fine words, But 
H'@ Dasket, What is your message? 


| 
many words do not 
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1° Elder:: Well, listen. The Kabiyesi says: stop your 
campaigns! Burn your placards! Tear the posters! Let's 
have no more elections! 

Sanda: That’s what he says! [Mimicking him] “Stop your 
‘campaigns! Burn your placards!” What a joke! 

1°' Elder:: Pause before you laugh. You'll find the joke 
has sour strands. Strands out of bitterness. Why, you have 
swept ‘everything away with you, like a hurricane. You: 
are making the land desolate with your fighting! Your 
elections have divided our land. Broken families. 
‘Wrecked homes. Cut friends from friends, husbands from 
wives, children from their fathers. Every day of your 
campaigns has brought fresh woes and new wounds, has 
brought another grief to another home. The palace is 
flooded with groans, with the tears of the stricken, 
Orphans and sudden widows! No place is safe again from 
your thugs; no market, no road, no home. You ride the 
town like a pestilence, like a run of numerous locusts. 
You have filled the days with mourning, the nights with 
anguish. And you laugh, you still laugh! Have you no 
heart? Have you no conscience? 

Sanda: Stop!'I’ll hear no more! Your tears will not move 
me. Where were you before now? Where was your 
Kabiyesi when our house was pillaged by the vandals 
over there? Where was he when my brother was 
butchered here before my eyes, like a ram, like a little, 
helpless ram? Was your Kabiyesi deaf then, or was he 
blind? 


1 Elder No, he was— 


Sanda: Go away, don’t talk to me! Return to your palace 
. and sleep with the women! 


1" Elder Sanda, listen to me— 
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Sanda; Or if you must talk, gO and find the Chief and agk 
him who started it all. Go and ask him who was the first 
to shed blood, and whose blood was shed! 

1“ Elder: We shall find him all right, But first we find 
you. 

Sanda: We have never been the first to strike, But 

whenever we are hit, we hit back. And our stroke is 
heavier. 

2™ Elder: And when shall it all stop then? Even before 
our eyes here you arm your supporters.” 

Sanda: To defend oneself is only wisdom! Wisdom is 
never to be caught unawares. To learn that truth, it has 
cost a life, my brother’s life! 

3"? Elder: Your brother, in whose name you fight, we 
knew him. He was a most peaceful man. 

Sanda: And what happened to him? Where is he now? 

1* Elder: Two wrongs will never make a right. More fire 
will not cool a pot. 

Sanda: Go and preach that to your concubines in the 
palace. Leave me alone. 

1* Elder: Listen, we— 

Sanda: No, I’ve heard enough! Go and tell your Kabiyesi 

the elections will go on! In spite of him! Tell him I have 

swom by my brother’s blood, and nothing will change 
that! 

1* Elder: Making a last appeal) Sanda, we are really— 

Sanda: Get out, I say! Get out! /Seeing his bellicose 
attitude, they go out. Shaking his fists at them] O why 
can’t you leave me alone? (Suddenly he catches his face 
ina mirror] Who is that looking at me? Is that my face in 

"the glass, or a stranger? Is that how I look now? Are those 
my eyes or balls of blood? From where are those new 
wrinkles? Has hate so distorted me? No, I shall not look, 
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That face frightens me. No, it’s a lie! That’s not my face! 
[He dashes the mirror down] ... Only a week, Oh God, 
only a ‘week gone, and ] have lost my innocence ... 
[Enter Obe, alarmed]. 

Obe: Oga, somet’ing wrong? 

Sanda: [Recovering himself, with difficulty]. Nothing. The 
glass fell. 

Obe. You no look well, sah. Like say you wan’ sick. | 

Sanda: I’m all right. Justa slight headache. It will soon go. 

Obe: I sorry. sah. [He moves 10 collect the fallen 
_ fragments]. 

‘Sanda: No, leave those now. Later. Have the women left 
now? 0 ee 

. Obe: All of them. 

Sanda: And the farmer’ s ‘corps? The weavers? 

_ Obe: All, sah. Even the goldsmiths just left’. 

its Sanda: Good. We’ll give them an hour to rouse e the town 

___ properly. Then we shall follow. 

wi Obs Rightogah, 
; And listen, when we leave, I want you to stay 
yehind . Especially when we enter the crowd. 

“ pallow no one else between us. 


Sanda: Yes? 

Obe: E dey one woman 

Sanda: A woman? 

Obe: Yes, sah. E don tay self si 
want talk to ogah. 

Sanda: From where is she? 

Obe: He no say, but me I think na from the devil. 

Sanda: Why do you say that? 

Obe: Ogah, na proper wahala woman. I tell am say you 
busy, he say no, you no busy. I say make he go, he no 
‘gree. He say he go wait till you come out. I give am 
chair, but he stand there begin look me with ... ogah, you 
for see the eye wey he take look me. That woman na 
devil. I try to drive am but he begin halla and cry, shkun, 
shkun. So I lef am. Me I never see. that kind woman 
palaver before o! 

Sanda: Is she still there? 

_Obe: Yes, ogah. Jus’ by the door there. 

Sanda: I wonder who it can be." tee 

Obe: I no know. He take black cloth cover him face. 

Sanda: Tell her to come in. [Exit Obe; enter Mrs. Kuti, 
veiled, and in black]. What can I do for you, madam? 

Mrs. Kuti: /Taking off her veil] Don’t you recognize 
me? : 

Sanda: Mrs. Kuti! Why did you come here? You could 
have been killed! 

Mrs. Kuti: | know. But your thugs are out now, luckily | 
enough for me. pal ; ath 

Sanda: [Looking at her} 1 don’t think they would even 
have recognized you. And I don’t mean the veil alone. 
Somehow you look strangely altered. 

Mrs. Kuti: So do you, So do we all. 


outside. 


nce he come. He say he 


23 


Sanda: Don’t tell me about myself. I know already. I have 
seen the strange face in the mirror. /Pause, as he looks at 
her]. But it’s different with you, I can see. In you the 
change is for the better. You look serene, self-possessed. 
Much more beautiful. 

Mrs. Kuti: Like a night after a storm? Maybe you’re 
right. That’s what grief does to a woman. caine 

Sanda: I don’t understand. 
Mrs. Kuti: Of course, I mean the supreme grief. The 


Sorrow beyond which nothing can go. When one has lost 
so much that there is nothing left to lose. 


Sanda: And you? What have you lost? 
Mrs. Kuti: All. My home, my future, my husband, my— 
Sanda: Your husband? 
Mrs. Kuti: Have you not heard of it? Michael is dead. He 
hanged himself this morning. 
Sanda: (Genuinely shocked] Oh, no! 


Mrs. Kuti: So there’s nothing more to fight about. Your 
rival is gone. You can walk the road to victory 
unimpeded. ' . 


Sanda: Strange. Victory tastes sour now. I am really sorry, 
madam. : 

Mrs. Kuti: No need to be. He shed blood, and blood has 
caught up with him. A life for a life. [Suddenly breaking 
down] O how I loved him! How I loved what he used to 
be, before politics made such a stranger of him! [Controls 
herself]. Well, that’s gone now. Let no one mourn for 
him. Let no man stoop to pat his fallen head, We can bury 
our dead ourselves ... only take care, you! Let his death 


~ Serve as a warning to you! 


Sanda: /Sulking/ 1 can take care of myself, 
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Mrs. Kuti: That’s all right. The dead is dead. Let him 
remain in his grave. My concern is for the living. For the 
living only. For it is the living we must love, not the dead. 

Sanda: The dead sometimes have their own demands. 

Mrs. Kuti: Michael can have no claim on me. It’s lyabo I 
came to see you about. 

Sanda: Ah, lyabo. 

Mrs. Kuti: She tells me that before all this began, that you 
were in love with her, that you were having an affair. 

Sanda: I don’t want to talk about it. 1am trying to forget. 

Mrs. Kuti: You must to remember, because now, she is 
carrying your child. 

Sanda: My child! Is that true? 

Mrs. Kuti: Why are you surprised? Even imprudent loves 
come to fruition. 

Sanda: /Overjoyed] Mother ... let me call you mother, 
that changes everything! Everything! Why didn’t you tell 
me before! O, I am so happy. We shall forget the past. 
We shall start again! There. will be Jaughter, after all! 

Mrs. Kuti: /Surprised]You still love her? 

Sanda: I never ceased to love her! 

Mrs. Kuti: But you deserted her. And when she needed 
you most! 

Sanda Yes, that’s true. Poor darling! But I could not do 
otherwise. Life had cheated me. You know, mother, ] am 
not the first— bt ; 

Mrs. Kuti: Don’t you call me mother! ES 

Sanda: | will! For you must help me. When I left her, I 

- had no choice. A man sometimes discovers himself 
walking along a road he never chose himself. He 


‘discovers certain loyalties he must-sacrifice, however 
painful the choice. ,, 
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Mrs. Kuti: You men are the same, I see! Whatever 


your 


age, whatever your camp. Selfish and arrogant and sell- 
exonerating! Tell me, what do you intend to do about 
Iyabo now? 


Sanda: There’s only one thing to do—marry her. We'll get 


marrjed and settle down. 


Mrs. Kuti: Marry her! You, marry my daughter! Are you 


out of your senses? 


Sanda: I’m perfectly serious, believe me. What’s wrong © 


with it? ‘ 


Mrs. Kuti: Don’t make me laugh! You, marry my 


daughter! By what scale do you weigh yourself for such 
an honour? You politician, with your obsession with 
votes and ballots and banners! You employer of thugs, no 
better than a thug yourself! You with no human decency, 
no human feeling, just savage beast! You wrecker of 


» homes! You corrupter of men! You lower than the lowest 
dog! You mud! You dirt! J could kill you! [In fury she 


has advanced on him, taken him by the collars, and is 


shaking him violently. He struggles jree]. 
_ Sanda: Let me go! Let go of me! 


Mrs. Kuti: [She pursues him] What virtues are left in you, 


you scum? You with your tale of love and sacrifice and 
in! What do you know about love? Or sacrifice? Or 


ey ar pain? What makes you think you are clean enough to 


rry my daughter? My daughter! The child I brought up 
ya Sage) ng 
mess! You've not corrupted her enough, is it, 
‘filth! You everything that is hateful and 


DRAMA FOUR 


hat Merely to die is not the worst, the worst is to fong to die, and not be 
able to," « SopBockes /Slctea] 


"But after a war. , there must be reconcifiation”. 
- Prof. Essien-“Udom /Cladeess to Fresbers, 1968/. 


Situation as in Drama Two. But sitting-room is now bare. 
._ Enter Iyabo and Sanda, both in black. 


Iyabo: Wait here, while I fetch you a chair. [Goes into the 
room and brings a chair, a small wooden one). Sit down. 
You won’t mind, it’s the only one left. 

Sanda: No, I don’t mind. But you sit instead. I’ll stand. 

Iyabo: Why, you’re suddenly shy. And gallant. What’s 
wrong? 

Sanda: Sit down: I shall stand. 

Iyabo: [Sitting] Well, I’m sorry about this [Indicating the 
bare room], Mother is having all the furniture sold. We’re 
moving out. 


Sanda: Moving! To where? 


Iyabo: Don’t ask me, I don't know. When I ask mother, do 
you know what she tells me? 


Sanda; What? 


Iyabo: She says: “Wherever go the homeless and the 
forsaken, With the wind and the dust of the roads”. 


Sanda: That's what she says? 


Iyabo: Then she breaks down and cries, Bitterly and long. 
But I don’t cry. What's there to cry for? 


Sanda: O, lyabo, don’t speak like that, 
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Iyabo: No man is worth a‘single drop of any woman’s 
tears. No man deserves as much. 


Sanda: Surely you can’t mean that! 


Iyabo: /Flaring up} And why should I not? | mean it, you 


hear! Every word! Listen, do you think I don’t know why 
you are here today, after leaving me for so long? Do you 
think I don’t know what you have come to say? But better 
for you not to say it! Better for you to go away with your 
words still in your throat. 


Sanda: lyabo, it wasn’t I who sugeesied it! Believe me, it’s 
your mother who wants the child removed. 

Tyabo: The first fruit of my womb, you want to kill it! And 
you want my consent! What rubbish! But I don’t blame 
you. You are used to killing. One life more or less doesn’t 
mean a thing to you! 

Sanda: But, listen, it’s my child too as much as yours. I 
don’t want to kill it. I’'d be only too glad to keep it. 
Believe me, I’d marry you now, this minute, if you’d give 
your consent, 

Iyabo: /Snorts] How easily said! He wants to marry me! 
He, who killed my father. 

Sanda: You know that’s untrue! I did not kill him. He 
killed himself. 

Iyabo: And who drove him to it, I'd like to know! Who 
drove him on the road to suicide? Who made his life such 
a hell that the only way left to him was to end it? 

Sanda: Try to be fair, Iyabo. He killed my brother too. 

Iyabo: No, Sanda. Be truthful now. At least for once in 

- your life. You can’t fool me with that lie any more. Your 
brother is not dead, and | know it! He is alive! Why do 
you look so shocked? Am I telling a lie? Deny it! 

Sanda What do you expect me to say? 
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ae Tunde did not die after all. No, he’s lying in a 
private hospital on the outskirts of Ibadan. If you like rll 
tell you the name of the place. But you put out the 
despicable story only in order to win more supporters! 

Sanda: So you have found out! 

Iyabo: Too late, too late: You fooled me. You fooled my 
father. Shall I tell you why he killed himself? Because he 
thought he killed Tunde. He could not bear the thought of 
being a murderer. He could no longer live at peace with 
himself. 

Sanda: Listen, Iyabo, it was not my fault. From the 
moment I took my brother’s place as candidate, I lost my 
freedom. I became an instrument to be used and tossed 
around by the Party. They it was who took the decision 
about Tunde’s death. 

Iyabo: But you collaborated? 

Sanda: What could I do? Look, try to understand. There’ is 
no room for the individual conscience in politics. There is 
only the Party, the collective grab and greed. The 
hundreds of hungry, rapacious mouths fighting like 
jackals for their own morsels. They make the decisions, 
and they’ll stop at nothing to get what they want. It was 
the love of my brother which drove me into their ranks. 
And when I realised the truth about them, it was too late 
to turn back, I had sworn an oath... 


Iyabo: Keep your oath. No need to break with them. I can 
take care of myself. When I wanted you, you flung me 
out, I said 1 would not forgive you. 

Sanda; That's why I’ve come. To apologise for the past,” 

Iyabo: Words, words! How many words will fill a basket? 

Sanda: Together, lyabo, we can heal the wounds. With a 
little tenderness, we can start.all over again, 


Iyabo: From where? From the odour of the dead gathered 
round us now like prison bars? 


Sanda: From love. From the splendid promise of a new 
beginning. 

lyabo: From ashes? Or from the anguish of love forsaken? 

Sanda: From life. From the fresh bud springing up in your 
womb. From the flower that will blossom from it. a 

Iyabo: I gave you love once and you betrayed it. 

Sanda: Your love was never forsaken, believe me. In the 
end it was myself I betrayed. That’s why I need you now, 
to, regain the loss. To recover my manhood. 

Iyabo: You failed me once, and once is enough. 

Sanda: A second chance! It’s not too much for love to ask. 

Iyabo: There has been too much bitterness, too much 
waiting and cursing. 

Sanda: Listen, after a war, there is reconciliation. After a 
war, there must be reconciliation. 

Iyabo: But suppose I agree? Suppose we start again; what 
of your party and your thugs? What of my mother? 

Sanda: We shall run away. There must be sanctuary 
somewhere for love. 

Iyabo: Your words sweep me like a powerful current. Too 
strong for my resistance. I shall drown again. 

Sanda: Love is a powerful current. But it drowns with 
laughter. With happiness only. 

Iyabo: I feel myself yielding to you again. I do not know 
why. And you’ll only hurt me again. 

Sanda: No, never. Yield. Surrender yourself to love. 

Iyabo: Your tongue is sweet. O, I am only a woman! I have 
loved you too much once not to love you again. 

Sanda: Then come with me. Let’s go where the past can be 
buried, 
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Iyabo: Take me. Take me with you. [She falls as if 
enchanted into his arms. He kisses her, but at this 


moment enter Parly Leader and thugs, including Obe]. 

Party Leader: Congratulations, Sanda! You have lost, the: 
elections. Or rather, shall I say, we have lost. You show 
no surprise. 

Sanda: Why should 1? 

Party Leader: Of course, why should you? The Chief 
defeated us. Hear that? We were beaten by a man who is 
dead! 

Sanda: I expected it. 


Party Leader: [Angry] I did not! I never thought any one . 


would betray us! Least of all you!— It was your work, 
wasn’t it? It was you who told the people your brother 
was still alive! 

Iyabo: [Pleased] Sanda, you did that! 

Sanda: Yes, I admit it. It was time the people knew the 
truth. 

Party Leader: That was not how we planned it, 
remember? They were to know AFTER the elections! 
Why did you change your mind? Because of a woman? 

Sanda: Because of myself! Because I wanted to look at 
myself in the mirror for a change, and not be ashamed! 
[To Iyabo] It was your mother who explained your 
father’s death to me. In that one last gesture, the old man 
has suddenly revealed the utter darkness into which we 
have all plunged ourselves. After your mother had spoken 


this morning, I knew there'was only one way out. I had to , 
take a leap out, out of the slime of the gutters. | could no 


longer live in falsehood. 
“‘Tyabo: Why didn’t you tell me before! 
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Sanda: | wanted to regain Your love: But not by way, of 
another false heroism. I needed to persuade you to keep 
our child whatever happened and not to kill it. 

lyabo: And [ thought the opposite! I am sorry— 

Party Leader: Sanda, you let us down. You betrayed us! 

Sanda: What do you know about betrayal? The only 
allegiance a man owes is to himself, and to the woman he 
loves. To no one else! To no principle, and to no party! 

Party Leader: Indeed? Remember you swore an oath? 
Remember the terms? 

Sanda: | have not forgotten. Nor shall I run away. I. am 
ready whenever you are. 

Party Leader: Good! Follow us then. 

Sanda: Lead on. I am ready. 

Iyabo: (Clinging to him] No, Sanda, please don’t’ go! 
Don’t leave me again! 

Sanda: Sorry, sweet. I wish it could be otherwise. But ask 
Mother, your mother, our mother. She’ll tell you. It was 
all allusion; all that talk of running away. No man can run 
away from his own life. Or from his death. The only real 
way we can be true to ourselves, is by keeping our date 
with destiny. I have run away too long. Please do not 
detain me. Let me keep my oath. Let the past be atoned 
for. Let us wash the house clean for him who is coming. 

Iyabo: But if you must go, let me come with you. 

Sanda: No, stay here. Our, child is on the way to keep you 

' company. And the price is not worth more than one life. 
Stay here. There are some roads a man must walk alone. 
Stay here and live. Remember me. [They take him out. 
lyabo crumbles, sobbing. The mother comes in to her]. 

Mrs. Kuti: Poor child! Dry your tears. . 

Iyabo: (Sobbing] They have taken him away! 
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| Mrs. Kuti: I heard it all. I was there by the door. I heard 
what he said to you before they came. He was not evil 
after all. 

Iyabo: He would not stay with me! He walled to his death. 

Mrs. Kuti: That’s what men live for, my daughter. To 
die. To take their women and suck them dry of all 
affection, all devotion, , all tenderness. And then to 

| _ abandon them. Like a “reckless run of locusts. Like a 
restless run of locusts. 

| Iyabo: Mother, help me! Let this child live, so oe too may 

liye; -* 

Mrs. Kuti I promise . ee Gate, dry sane tears. (Brings 
_ Iyabo to the chair and sits]. Sit here at my feet, and let 
me stroke your hair. Two women who have lost their 
— husbands. One to console the other. Me to stroke your 
_ hair, till it is my turn. to cry, and your turn again to soothe 

ye me, oe her dale ’s hair, she ae to Saas a 
os all tas aa Hig «of 


Office: symbolic furnishing — an empty bookcase, a few 
cartons, some chairs, a couple of glasses, unwashed, a 
half-used toilet roll etc. Conspicuous: @ copy of 
Beckett's Waiting for Godot on a table. 

In the dark, the sound of guitar or mouth organ, 
increasing as lights gradually rise. Leaning against a 
table, in simple cotton buba and jeans, probably 
wearing a pair of glasses, is Imaro, playing 10 the tune 


of “Where have all the flowers gone?” 

Claudius appears at the door, casually but expensively 
dressed: even at a glance, he must convey an 
immediate, strong impression of his wealth, self- 
confidence and assurance. Under his arm, a leather 
briefcase, gold rings on his fingers... 

Claudius stops at the door, listening to the tune, then 

softly picks up the refrain. Imaro looks up, sees him, but 

does not stop till the end c song, i.e., till he comes 
to: “When will they ever learn? al: 


-Claudius /Coming further in]. Beautiful! But do they 

ever learn? 

Imaro Do we ever learn, you mean? Welcoome— 

Claudius Sorry I’m— Notices the empty office]. Hey, 
what’s happening? 

Imaro What? Oh, this [Pointing to the cartons]. 

Claudius Moving to a new office? 

Imaro [| suppose you could put it that way. 

Claudius Downstairs? 


‘ J ile 2 j 
“aya i a 10 discover, during a recent production, that this song was 
a me (in the version by Bob Dylan), as part of the anti-Vietnam it. 
on, Remap aos generation. Hence the necessity now to include parts of the 
eee a = sins Podge are all the flowers gone?/ Long time ago. 
te pints pone / Long lime ago/ Where are 
everyone/When will they everleam?/ When will Pini ~~ 
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[maro Maybe downstairs. Into a dungeon. 


Claudius What? 
[maro I’m just pulling your leg. [Takes a bottle}. 


Drink? 
Claudius Wait. I brought you this. [Takes out a bottle 


from his case. 
Imaro [Takes the bottle. Whistles]. You’ \ never die! 


Claudius At least not before you, you drunkard! 


Imaro Where did you get this? 
Claudius The old man. He brought it back from 


Europe last week. 

Imaro [Opening the battle, preparing to pour the drink 
into glasses]. Trust his taste! [Looks at the glasses, then 
tears some toilet tissue to clean them first before 
pouring the drink]. 

Claudius [Bringing out cigars]. And these. 

Imaro Drink. And cigar. And women. Your old man’s 
talents are a legend! 

Claudius That’s why I didn’t take after him. 

Imaro [Drinking]. No, you have only surpassed him. 

Claudius I’m sure you’ve not forgotten that we have a 
law against slander in this country? 

Imaro Chip off the old block, as they say! But the chip 
has grown more adept than the original rock. 

Claudius I very much appreciate your manner of 


saying, ‘thank you’ 
*t you see? And to tell the 


Imaro. Oh, |’m grateful, can 
truth, Claudius, I was feeling so depressed. In fact, ! 


had thought you weren’t coming again. 
Claudius Why wouldn't 1? Our rehearsal’s for this 


morning, isn’t it? 
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Imaro. Yes. But what with all our crisis this past 
week... 

Claudius What crisis! What of the crises — in thé plura} 
mind you — the numerous crises that we go through 
outside there everyday? 


Imaro Well... 
Claudius Life goes on, my friend. As Pozzo will say! 


Imaro Yes, I suppose so. Pozzo will say that. Life goes 
on. except that you’re playing Vladimir, not Pozzo, 
And he wanted to hang. ; 

Claudius Don’t you believe it. I’ve studied that 
character thoroughly. He talks and talks about hanging 
himself, but come tomorrow, he’]I still be there waiting. 


For Godot. 

Imaro Like all of us. 

Claudius Yes. Like all of us. 

Imaro Cowards! 

Claudius I beg your pardon? 

Imaro Forget it. 

Claudius Well, when are we starting? /He starts some 
physical exercises]. 

Imaro Estragon’s not here yet. 

Claudius What! That is so unlike him! 

Imaro Yes, I know. If he doesn’t come, I’ll play the 
part myself. At least to rehearse you. [Moves to join in 
the exercise]. 

Claudius Very strange. He’s never late. Or absent. 

Imaro Never, not before now. 

Claudius You don’t think something may have 
happened to him? ; 

Imaro His sister’s gone to find out. 

Claudius Who? Oh, Moni. 
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Imaro Yes. I’ve.sent her to his house. 

Claudius So, what do we do? [Briefly stopping the 
exercises]. 

[maro We wait. 

Claudius For Estragon. 

Imaro Who will come and wait— 

Claudius For Godot! /They laugh and resume the 
exercises], And you know, it was because of him that I 


walked. 

Imaro Walked? From where? 

Claudius From the gate. 

Imaro But why? 

Claudius Police 

Imaro Police? 

Claudius Yes, at your gate. Didn’t you know? 

Imaro So, they’re still there. [The exercise stops as he 
moves away]. 

Claudius Lorry-loads of them. Checking every cat 
coming or going. And causing a bloody hold-up. 

Imaro You see? Even though we've shut the place 
down and sent the students home. 

Claudius Well, when I checked my watch and saw I 
was already late, I decided to leave Salawu in the car 


and walk down. 
Imaro Sorry. All that distance. 
Claudius It wasn’t too bad. In fact it was pleasant! 
Imaro What! You don’t say! You mean, even for a 
millionaire? Such as you! 
Claudius Even for a capitalist! Don’t disappoint me by 


changing your vocabulary... 
Imaro And all for what, I ask you? All that dust and 
sweat, just to come for a rehearsal! A rehearsal, not 2 
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contract! You’re not behaving to type, Claudius! 
You're a disgrace to the rest of your class! 

Claudius So that makes two of us, ehn? Look at you 
puffing away at that cigar, and drowning yourself in 
Chivas Regal! [Mock salute]. Comrade! Revolutionary 
greetings! A luta continua! 

Imaro [’mglad you admit that you corrupt me. 

Claudius And it’s so obvious that you’re resisting it! 
See, your slomach’s beginning to sag! 

Imaro Signs of kwashiorkor, maybe...? 

Claudius Oh, I’m sorry! How absolutely inconsiderate 
of me! Poor, starving man, will you like a drink? Take 
[Offers the bottle] — it will relieve it! 

Imaro Thanks. Thanks, my friend! /Pause, then, 
bitterly]. Itshows, doesn’t it? 

Claudius What? 

Imaro Thefalsehood of our lives! So easily it shows! 

Claudius | don’t know what you mean. I’m a 
businessman. I make money... 

Imaro And I’m an intellectual. As they say, I make 
words... 

Claudius §o each one to his profession... 

Imaro It’s a masquerade, Claudius! And you’re right 
to laugh. Everybody laughs at us, except the Police. 

Claudius |’m not sure I understand... 

Imaro A masquerade! Gogo. Didi. We intellectuals, 
whatever labels we give ourselves, we're just as 
privileged as the rest. 

Claudius What’s this? A confessional? 

Imaro Since! woke up this morning, I’ve been thinking. 
Asking: what's the value of my life? Since they 
brought me the terrible news, I have been— 

Claudius Wait! What news? 
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Imaro Well, I'd better tel] 
may not be coming today. 

Claudius I see. Why? 

Imaro It’s most likely they took him too. 

Claudius Who? Who took him? 

Imaro Our friends from the Police. 

Claudius What! You mean— 

Imaro They came knocking in the night. 

Claudius Last night? 

Imaro The news is all over the campus now. They took 


away Oloko and Dejumo. And Peter. They wouldn’t 
even let them call the Veecee. 


Claudius Christ! And you? 
Imaro I don’t know. We were all in this thing together. 
I don’t know why they missed me out. 

Claudius It’s strange... 

ria Unless they made a mistake. In which case 
they— 

Claudius Yes? 

Imaro They will be coming back. 

Claudius So what are you going to do? 

Imaro You can see that I’ve packed. Everything Pll 
need is in that bag. I’m ready, whenever they come. 

Claudius I’m sorry. 

Imaro Why? It’s got nothing to do with you. 

you didn’t cause it, 

Claudius No. But it must be hard, waiting. Not being 
sure. Listening for footsteps. 

Imaro But that’s it, Claudius! That’s what ’'m trying 
to say! We've been waiting all our lives! You said it 
Just now. We the so-called intellectuals, we’re just 
professional waiters. We're just— 


you, Claudius. Estragon 
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Claudius Come, let's start the rehearsals. Take 
mind off it. 

Imaro But it’s true, isn’t it! We wait. We talk. 
fiddle with the props. Sometimes even, we relish the 
leftovers. Like Estragon, nibbling bones... 

Claudius Let’s talk of something else, Imaro... 

Imaro ...Like the cigar. The wine. The car. 
deejay. ‘Or maybe it’s Mozart, Beethoven, or 
unending conferences. All the props of our e 
lives.. 

Claudius Imaro— 

Imaro Oh yes, of course, I haven’t forgotten. We’ 
capable too of pity, Claudius! The sensitive ones amon 
us have abundant tears for those of the race of the 
unlucky man, whom Beckett cynically calls Lucky. 
wretches born with a rope round their neck. Who su: 
and continue to suffer mainly because they — 
incapable of shedding their burden. Because, absur 
they have been persuaded to accept patiently the lay 
whips of their oppressors. . . 

Claudius You're harsh on price 

Imaro Look at us! Just look at us! We shed tears. 
write poetry. Articles in the journals brimming with 
eloquence! But meanwhile the Pozzos of this world t 


Almighty God. Even though we know already that 

second coming will be just as bitter as the firs' 

nightmare of anguish— 
Claudius Enough! Enough of that! If you need a 

shoulder to cry on, go home to your wife! Or wait till 

Moni comes back! I’m not here for that. 
Imaro [After a pause]. I’m sorry. 
Claudius That’s all right. 
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Claudius But you've just admitted it, that you spoke to 


the students... 
Imaro You wer 
led a riot. Which lecturer inci 
Claudius No lecturer spoke to us. 
Imaro This time somebody had to act. Somebody had 
to prevent a massacre. And the campus authorities were 
in flight, in hiding... 

Claudius So what happened? Tell me the story. 

Imaro We went to try and calm the students, to 
dissuade them from violence. [Sign of disbelief from 
Claudius]. But you see, you won't even believe me! 
Claudius Of course, I don’t believe you! 

Imaro But it’s the truth. 

Claudius Rubbish! Come, Imaro, who do you expect to 
believe you? You and your friends, you’re quite known 
for your fiery talk. You've written in mewspapers, 
spoken at debates and symposia. Violence! Revolution! 
Uprising! Those are your commonest words! And now 
you're telling me that suddenly, on a day that students 
were up in arms, there you were, speaking to them of 


e a student here too, once. You even 
ted you? 


peace... 
Imaro Because they were out-numbered. 

Claudius Don’t be funny! 

Imaro You know the saying yourself: in a gathering. 
Where only one man carries a gun, that man is the 
majority. 

Claudius And so? 

Imaro So we went to speak to them, to make them see 
the odds. They were armed) as usual, only with their 
youth and innocence. With their anger. With the 
righteous anger that their cause was right. But as you 
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know, right alone does i 
when the other side is chee aie ate 
Claudius Go on. ; 
Imaro They were going t 
with guns. Armed, on ee bis ee aimed 
dogs. That’s how our nation deals with ie ee 
it would, have been a one-way fight But fea ee 
booing us and heckling us, the majority f ae ee 
listened. They agreed to be pease eigen 
crucially, to remain within the campus oa 
Claudius Is that what happened? 


Imaro That was just the beginnin 
arrested, and no one knew 1 ee had been 
condition they were being kept. The a a ee 
authorities, as I said, had melted away. So We eee 
delegation to talk to the Police. Surprisingly, the offi < 
was very reasonable, and cooperative...it was — : 
that we found that his son was a student here too! st 
agreed to restrain his men and keep them strictly at = 
gate. As for the detained students, he would release 
them, he promised, as soon as the students released the 
policeman they too had kidnapped. 

Claudius Yes? 

Imaro So we went back to the students. They said they 
had released the policeman. The Police said they had 
not seen him, that the students must have killed the 
man. Then they gave a ultimatum: the students must 
bring him or his body by a certain hour, or they would 
come in and get him. Crisis again! Who was lying now? 
It looked like all the efforts we were making, to prevent 
bloodshed, would be in vain. : 

Claudius So what happened? 

Imaro Then the funny part of the episode. I don’t 
know who thought of it now, but someone suddenly 


Specially not 
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should go to the man’s house 
ourselves to find out. Well, we got there. It was empty, 
locked up. Wife and children, nowhere to be found. So 
we asked for his hometown. We discovered that the 
man was from some village far away in another state, 
Undaunted, we drove there. And you won’t believe this 
— as we arrived, there the man was, drinking with his 
friends, celebrating his “lucky escape from death” as 


he put it! 

Claudius /Laughing) What?! 

Imaro In fact, as we found out, he had been hastily 
released by the very student supposed to be guarding 
him. I think the boy was frightened by the possible 
consequences of his action. So, without telling his 
mates, he “carelessly” left his door open, and went “to 
urinate”. And the policeman, seeing that, quickly 
changed into one of the boy’s shirts in the wardrobe, 
and made his escape. But he wasn’t going to go back to 
the barracks, no! Not until the whole thing was over. He 
wasn’t going to risk being sent back on duty to the 
dangerous campus— 

Claudius So he fled straight to his village, clever man! 

Imaro Can you blame him? Ina place where there’s no 
reliable insurance, no security whatsoever for his 
family! Anyway, we persuaded him to come with us, 
and everything was settled. All that time—three days in 
all, I think—no single campus official showed his face! 
Even the Registrar whom we went to at first, declined 
to intervene, saying the students deserved to face the 
consequences. You see? So we had to act alone, all by 
ourselves. And that was our error, our “crime”. By 
doing all that, shuttling between the students and the 
Police, we had exposed ourselves. For those who 
needed scapegoats afterwards, we had cast ourselves 
well for the role... 


suggested that we 
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Claudius It’s strange to hear all this. iv 
different from what people are phe | tis ieee a, 

Imaro Outside? What of inside here on campus? Tw 
days ago, We were summoned to the ¥ fer hd 
don’t know if you’ve been there eclonriae SLs 
mansion, an extensive fruit garden, all sariomnded 6 
high wall. It was my first time of entering the icc 
You should have been there! The man didn’t even et 
up when we entered. He just went straight into aha 
hour-long tirade, telling us off and making all sorts of 
threats. With his wife as the primary witness. And you 
should see her eyes, such malevolence! We never had a 
chance to answer back. When the man had finished 
raving, he just stood up abruptly and climbed up the 
stairs! It was hard, hard, my friend, restraining myself 
from climbing up after him! 

Claudius But what did he accuse you of? 

Imaro What else? That we incited the students! That 
there was evidence that we planned their strategies, 
served as their emissaries! And that we would be 
“appropriately dealt with”! 

Claudius And so last night, the Police came knocking 
on your door— 

Imaro At three in the morning! Can you imagine! 
Oloko’s houseboy came to wake me and we ran to find 
our lawyers. But you know how it is. The Police say 
it’s security matter and won’t answer them. The 
lawyers got the message, and left, defeated. So I came 
back to pack my things, to wait. 

Claudius [Trying to make a joke of things] For Godot. 

Imaro No. say rather, for Pozzo> He’s the one with the 
whip. Godot never comes. 

Claudius /Abruptly changing his tone]. Imaro, maybe 
the Police won’t’be coming for you after all. 


47 4 


not noticing his change of tone}, 
Maybe tomorrow. But one day, | 
knocking on my door. As long as 

ce in our land. 4 


Imaro /Nodding, 
Maybe not today. 
know they’ll be there, 
we keep on the fight for justi 

Claudius But is it worth it? Why not go away? 


Imaro To where? 

Claudius Anywhere. Take a holiday. Go on 4 
sabbatical. At least for a few months. A few years. 

Imaro That will be like running away. 

Claudius So, what’s wrong with that? What’s — 

Imaro This is our homeland. There is nowhere else to 

go. 

Claudius You know, it’s exactly the same answer you 
gave me...twelve years ago? 

Imaro Twelve years ago? I don’t remem— 

Claudius Yes, when we were students! Remember the 
day we stood by the Registrar’s office, when we were 
summoned before the Disciplinary Committee? 

Imaro Oh, yes! Over that rice issue, wasn’t it? 

Claudius Exactly! And you know, it’s funny but that’s 
what I was thinking about as I was walking down just 
now. Everything seemed to come back, like a film 
being replayed. Especially with the Police around. It 
was like... like walking back along a corridor of 

memories. Everything was so familiar. 

Imaro Yes, I know. Sometimes life is just like that. 
Some new experience becomes like the photo album of 
a past trip. 

Claudius Such a long time ago, and yet...you know, I 
said to myself: Claudius, you’ve not really been away, 
have you? Here’s where you-belong! How long was it! 
How like yesterday! I was away, making money in the 

world outside, fighting the vicious battles that had to be 
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fought, for survival, but, here, all the scenes have 
remained as they were. Like patient mothers. The 
stones, the lawns have not gone away. All just as I left 
them. And I walked close to the cassia trees along the 
avenue ... You know, that tree by the crossroads, that 
huge araba? I went to look. And yes our names are still 
there, white on its stem, where we scratched them, you, 
me and Chike! Remember that rainy day when we 
waited for the Prime Minister with those placards? And 
the placards gradually got wet and soggy in the rain, 
and started falling off... 

Imaro You old rascal! By the time the Prime Minister 
arrived, all we had left were the bare sticks and wooden 
frames! The placards had all been washed away! 

Claudius And the boys began to shout at the convoy, 
hurling abuses. And the Prime Minister, who couldn’t 
hear a thing, since the glass was all wound up, went on 
grinning and waving back, thinking that we were 
cheering him... 

Imaro Ole! (Claudius, playing the Prime Minister, will 
wave back cheerfully and shake his handkerchief at 
each abuse]. Fascist pig! Imperialist stooge! African 
Nigger! Traitor! Bastard! (They laugh]. God, the whole 
scene was so funny that in the end, the boys themselves 
collapsed in laughter, rolling in the wet mud.../They 
laugh on briefly]. 

Claudius All those memories, they accompanied me 
here as I walked down. And I thought of you, and I 
said, “My God, but how could he live daily among all 
these fragments and still complain?” 

Imaro You’re wrong, Claudius. I. do not complain 
about memories. It’s not the past that bothers me, can’t 
you see? It’s the squalid present, turning and turning 
and upon itself, refusing to move on, to go forward. 
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Claudius Why be impatient? The soldiers now ruling 


us will soon fade away. 
Imaro When Claudius? Can you give me a date? 
Claudius I don’t know. Soldiers come. Soldiers go. It 


can’t last forever. 
Imaro Wasn’t that what we said about the civilians, 


ehn? 


Claudius And where are they now? They went to the 


grave... af 
Imaro And did poverty go with them? Did exploitation 


go to the grave? Tell me! Are the poor folks not still 
having their heads ground inthe dust, their screams 
muffled in the sound of sirens? And the rich ones, are 
they not still selling our people into slavery, while they 
go smiling to the Swiss Banks? Pass the hat... 


Claudius What? 
Imaro You're Didi, and I am Gogo. Laok, this is the 


hat that the poor miserable Lucky wears. The hat of 
slavery. Here... [He gives “it” to Clandius, who 
examines it, weighs it, then puts it on, to replace his 
own, which he hands over to Imaro. They play “Gogo 
and Didi passing on Lucky's hat” throughout the 
following speech). And they continue to sell our people. 
Once it was for mirrors, for cheap jewellery, for 
cowries. The rich men raided the poor, captured them, 
and sold them off to the slave ships. Then came the age 
of palmoil, of cocoa, timber and of cotton. The rich 
men made their slaves work on their plantations, carting 
off the: products of their labour into the white ships. 
Always into the white ships. Then came the age of 
mineral ore, of tin, marble, and gold dust. And the rich 
now have policemen. They have soldiers, with numbers 
and uniforms. They make their numerous Luckys go 
done into the mines and bring out the ore. And then 
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straight into the white ships. Al 

white ships. Into the insatiable Pine h ok into the 

send us their second-rate iaobine ae While they 

destroying music, their corruptin es, their mind- 
consoling bible. But all our best podiet cates their 
ships, the richest resources of our land pee. the white 
into the white ships. And now, it is the reds al Ways 
uranium. And we still pass the hat... nae ve oil, of 
day, perhaps, Godot will come, and we will i: 

Claudius And of course, he will not come . 

Imaro And the middle man, the one who profits fr 
it all, is Lee And he goes on laughing a 
strengthens his Police. /Throws the “hat” 4 
tramples on it]. pags itsi 

Claudius [Afier watching his angry gestures for a 
while]. Imaro, Estragon willinot be coming today. 

Imaro What? You know? 1 

Claudius He won’t be coming. And they'll not come 
for you. 

Imaro How do you know? 

Claudius Since last night. I knew all about it. And I 
intervened to save you. Youcan unpack your bag. 

Imaro (/Speechless]. You...You... 

Claudius Last night, some officer phoned my father. 
They’d got instructions to take you all in. I spoke to 
him, made him read out the list. You know, he was 
clever. He tried to jump your name. But not fast 
enough. There was something in his voice that I caught. 
So he confessed. You were on the list. 

Imaro And you told him: “Remove.it”. Just like that! 

Claudius Well... 

Imaro How does it feel, ehn? 

Claudius What? 


5! 


Moni Go on pretending that you don’t know wha 
talking about. But the rest are gone, all our comre 
and you are here. you alone, and Claudius. in 

Claudius Moni, that’s not— "hae 

Moni Deny it! Deny that it’s because of you that 
here untouched... we 

Claudius I won’t deny it. But you’re being unfe 
him. He knew nothing about it. he 

Moni He knew! He’s always known! Haven’t yo 
Imaro? That’s why you carefully planned out yo 
insurance, isn’t it? You were cleverer than the res: 
us, and J didn’t understand. until today! Until now, that 
you've laid yourself wide open! 

Imaro You see now, Claudie! a 

Moni Don’t call Claudius! Is he the only one? What 
the others with whom you've carefully surrounde 
yourself? The Johnsons! The de Gammas! ‘ 
Abioyes! The Chukwuras! Shall I go on? The ric 
powerful people you preach against but who are alway 
guests at your house? Whom you abuse, but danc 
around, and fawn for? Is it a lie? You’re there whe 
their wives give birth; when their uncles die and a 
being buried! When their sisters wed you're the Mas 
of Ceremony! And on Sunday afternoons you put 0: 
jersey and accompany them to the squash court...God, 
how I’ve been deceived! How I loved you! ...all that 
talk about revolution, war, exploitation, the masses et 
but you had built your escape route... ing 

Claudius Moni, maybe it’s not my business, but it’s not 
true, all you said just now, Ima and I, and all the oth 
you mentioned, Abioye, Johnson, Chukwura, anc 
‘ai Ai ve been friends from youth, We all gre 
al She went to the same schools, shared our vaca 

» Sometimes even, our girl-friends, It is true that. 
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Jater, each 0} y 
because of that, 
Moni You can’ 
expect you to 


and you call it. 
with you, you’ve me 
claimed to be 
with the hare. 
change skins. 
Claudius Mo: 
Imaro Enough, ¢ 
been telling mj 
wrong choice. 
end up by b ri 
other side... 
Moni Atleast you’re sincere 
Imaro Pleas ji 
just sorry for you 
you're not cal 
that no one woul 
your closest frie1 
Moni I won't be 
Claudius No.B 
Moni Not by your standard an: 
Claudius — 
for a caus 
turns them 
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Imaro Of course, I’m serious. I want to start ; 
again. I’m giving all this up, all this preachin 
empty talking into the air. I’m going to leave thi 
of the losers... 

Claudius It’s all because of this girl that you’re 
this? 

Imaro I’m tired, Claudie. I told you’ 
didn’t I? 

Moni He’s betrayed us. He’s betrayed me. Now he 
wants to chicken out. ri 

Imaro I don’t blame you for being so cruel, Moni. | 
can see for myself that my life’s ina shred. What have 
achieved? I have talked and talked. Like the others. I’ 
tried to teach my students that we can build 
world. That a brave new world is within our gras P. 
to what purpose? Our society has marked us out 
eccentrics. Worse, as felons! And I am tired. T cana 
live my whole life as a fugitive... 7 

Moni God, is this the man I loved? 

Claudius Imaro, if you'll listen to me— 

Imaro ...a losing war! And perhaps we’ve 
teaching them lies! There must be much more out tl 
than we know. Something that breaks these stud 
totally, changes them, corrupts them, so that later, w 
you see them again, they’re totally different men.. 
totally altered. ; 

Moni You forget, I was your student too. 

Imaro That is different, you were in love with me. And 
there was always your brother too. No, Claudie, I’m 
serious, help me. Give me a job. 

Claudius As what? What can you do? 

Imar (© What do you mean, what can I do? 

Claudius You have no qualification. 
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Jmaro Don’t b 

written books ¢ 
clude Usel 

for ajobin ! 
jmaro Ob, come of 
Claudius Not eve 
Jmaro You do ty 
Moni Please 


understand? I'll hav 
Imaro Who says I we 


maybe three ye: 
you took your 
me, you'll hav: 
it on to him, 
wanted to quit, yo 
Imaro You're afrai 
me orders. 4 


Claudius Don’t be funny. Giving orders, that’s : 
routine. Something you wear, and adjust, like a 
belt. In the office, whatever you may have been outsid 
when we reach the office, you’ll just be a pair of ha 
to work, or ears, to take instructions, that’s all, 

Imaro I understand, Claudie. Employ me. I can be a 
that too. _ 

Moni Jesus Christ! Must you degrade yourself like this? 

Imaro Answer me, Claudie. ’ 

Claudius You think the ability to speak English is all it 
takes, don’t you? , 

Imaro What else? Isn’t it an advertising job? 

Claudius You see! You'll have to go out and bring ir 
contracts. Can you do that? 

Imaro I could try... 

Claudius You! 

Imaro Yes! Why not? : 

Claudius Right, let me see you try. Go on. let me s 
you go to a Minister now for a contract. For you knoy 
it’s the government that gives all of us most of our j 
Now go on, show me. Start at the door, where 
Secretary is waiting, like a guard. He is a pub 
servant, don’t forget. He is paid out of your tax. He 
supposed to be polite. So come on, approach him. 
your question, 

Imaro [Coming forward. They will begin to play act 
now]. Good morning. 4 

Claudius /Takes a sitting position, pretends to be 
writing. His tone is hostile, Exaggeratedly so of co: 
Greater effect is obtained by playing in one of the 
heavily-accented local dictions]. Yes, what do 3 you 
want?  ? 


Imaro Oh, . 
Claudius 
not been to 


Imaro The 
Claudius Is ~ 
appointment? 


‘us And how will you see him wi 
eae Man, I’m busy. It’s not becaus 
wahala that I was employed here. goodbye. 

Imaro But— 

Claudius I said goodbye! Or do you want to be 
out? Messenger! Call me the— al 

Imaro All right, all right, I’m leaving... aa 

Claudius That’s your second day. And it won’t be 
different on the third. Or the fourth. Or even { 
seventy-fourth. And meanwhile your workers must be 
paid. Your family will eat. Your relations will 
you with problems which only money can so 
what will you do? 

Moni He knows what everybody does. We all k 
what it takes to fight through to that inner door. 
that’s what our movement was all about, and he 
leader, the loudest among us. Until today. P 

Claudius Oh, it’s beautiful to shout and deno 
Corruption is evil and dirty and all that. Paradis 
come where everyone will be clean. Where doors y 
be automatically opened to knocking hands, beca 
angels hold the key. But in the interim what happen: 

Moni Are you asking me, or the grasshopper? 

Claudius A hungry man, they say, is an angry 


hungry. Tell me how you’ll hop away. 
Moni /Giggles]. If you have the right legs... - 
Imaro Claudie, these things are all a rumour to me. I 
a world J hear about, but I’ve never really been ther 
What is the process? Tell me, let me hear it from you. 
how does it feel? : 
Claudius [Proud to demonstrate]. It’s all a gam a 
riddle, and it has a formula. Every contractor knows it. 
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so many rid 


them without 


[Leaping up if 
ou, sir? Is it 
.” A few not 
forever... , 
Moni Estragon, m 
Imaro No, I cou! 
secretary at the 
Claudius But si 
You'll find, my 
different. Excep 
illiterate, more 
savage. You’) 
around him, sl 


careful, don’t g 


with a singing 
a 
bull in the ring 


; Chairman. A mem 
Director. A Company ©n : m1 
ard or other. The party big weights. A 
the time watch his eyes. Watch the wideni g 


behind them... st 
Imaro Oh, God! Of course, it’s our country: Ie 
Claudius And is that all! I could tell you of. 
occasions, of other riddles to crack such as when y 
catch your worker stealing, and you sack him and 
rest go on a rampage, burning up the costly equip 
And you have to bribe their leaders! Or such 
collecting your payment from the Ministry when fi 
you manage to complete the assignment. And your 
disappears and reappears and disappears again 
again like a conjuring acrobat. And the man paid to s 
your cheque is mysteriously never “on seat” when 
call. And it’s another round of handshakes. 
understand? Expensive handshakes... a. 
Imaro | understand all too well, I'll be quite useless for 
such a job. ; 
Claudius So stay where you are. And continue to do 
what you alone , and people like you, can do. 
Imaro What is the use, Claudie? Only the Police will 
be calling. No’one else understands. ‘ae 
Claudius Who’s telling you that? Man, the world | 
dream of is still the best, however remote it may sé 


Managing 


betrayed our land, to fill our pockets...but Ima, I’m 
Proud of what we’ve become Certainly I would not | 
our children to be like us, to be likewise ringed in 
crime 


Imaro I'm not sure I understand you... 


Claudius No. 


Imaro [After a 


mean, dear T: 
spite of evi 2A 
again, to betra: 
make no apol 
fiercest survi 
survive, we mu 
to be one of | 
not stick my guts, 
the time will come 
us, and wipe « 


know that hope 
new generation, if 
remains to nm 
myself a bit 
intervened, | 
morning to see 
comrades, I would. 
promised to do 
they’re in de 
nobody listens 


that you were 


‘J 


Claudius /To Imaro]. No, don’t bother to see me do wn, 


All those stairs! See you soon. [Goes]. af 
Moni Clap for him, Imaro. Don’t let him leave without 
an applause!. ; 
Imaro Moni, I thought...I thought that now, that we’re 
alone, we'd be able to talk. . 
Moni About what? I said you should clap for your 
generous and eloquent friend. How his words shon e 
like diamond rings! He was well chosen, he has don e 
his job well, has given you “a new lease of life”! Now 
you can rise and straighten your back. 

Imaro Ifyou will now listen— 

Moni It would be grotesquely funny too, if one were 
not already past the age of pranks. To think that it ; 
capitalist—a flamboyant, unrepentant capitalist at that! 
He is the person you have to rely on to restore your 
socialist ideals! I wish the comrades were here! 
[Laughs]. 

Imaro Claudius restored my faith not in socialism but 
in myself. 

Moni And where’s the difference? You know, Imar 
I closed my eyes, all this would fade into nightmare. I 
would not see you as you are now, a wreck, but only 
I first knew you and grew to love you—tall on so many 
platforms, talking, laughing, waving your arms, 
especially your arms, affirming. On many nights you 
voice has come to my pillow, like an echoing drum, 
your voice urging us not to despair, to rise up and carry 
the burden of our destiny. Teaching us that... 

[Imaro, as if in trance, joins hers now as she goes on]. 

Both “We, the young and the gifted of Africa, Of all the 
one world. We, the educated and the articulate. R 

se up now and shake off your slumber! History waits 
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for our footsteps, for 
we have a special 1 
Moni Oh, how sweet 
[maro [Alone now]. 
waiting for us, and the 


Both 
experience of 
children, must 
History into an o 


Let us seize it and sh 
spent. As she goes 
slow circle like a tra 


Aah, is it that same \ 
dirges of defeat? _ 
Imaro (Softly). 
man builds to lean 
be strong all 


the wind. | 
asshopper, powerless before 

ore begins to burn, you’re just as trapped as al 
crawling things. 


Imaro And you? what are you? Y 
Moni I know what I do not wish to be. I’ve had enoy, 
of this. 14 


Imaro Love is for the rainy day, as well as fo: 
season. It isn’t only on those days when-a man 
that he deserves to be called a comrade. ; 

Moni You don’t need me, You’ve taken your life ; 
folded it carefully on the lap of Claudius. The ge 
comrades have a name for that. 2 

Imaro Moni...{Moving towards her]. 

Moni No, don’t touch me! ; 

Imaro [Angry now! raising his voice]. That’s r i 
Run away then! And shout it to all the comrades! | n 
has tumed tail and joined them! The tall: sociz 
obelisk has crashed down in'the marketplace of cap 
and broken into fragments! Imaro is down! 
cheers for Capitalism, Hip! Hip! Hip! All be 
spoke to Claudius, my friend, at a moment of | 
and | allowed him to comfort me! Bring them! Bri 
your friends with axes and shovels! With their 
spittle, so we can truly bury the corpse of the trait 

Moni [Shouting back]. Rave on, but it’s the 
Whether you scream or foam in the mouth! You’re th 
servant! Even if you pretend not to see! They take a 
the others and leave you alone. Untouched. Then 
send their spokesman in the morning with word 
comfort you. With cigars and a bottle of Chivas ] 
he hie oot say you don’t know. You don’t — 

ou don’t know what? Whom are you kidding? 
the Establishment’s token Maran my pi Nob 
will ever touch you. Never! Because it’s good for them 
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chair. Long sile 
Moni Poor man. 
Jmaro What? — 
Moni I said, 
contradictions! 
[maro I suppose 
Godot. * 
Moni [Going]. V 


Moni No. ithas t 
Imaro I love you, M 


them up, to justify th 
don’t want to bec 
Imaro And so nothi 
Oni No, I ...I 
marriage, no. y 
accepted that. Y 


, 


marriage that I’ve followed you, loved you, loved » 
for, oh, so many years. Not for a wedding ring... 


songs... 
Moni That's just it! Songs are not enough. 


nothing else to share but their dreams. u. 
Moni Not anymore. I must start putting my life 
order... a 
Imaro Well, if that’s the way you see it... J 
Moni You know, it’s not just what has happened, 
what you are. I don’t think you can really love anybod 
apart from yourself. All that revolution talk is jus 
drug to you. I’m not saying that you don’t believe it 
but the fact is, that deep, deep down, you’re a ma 
alone. You're alone, desperately, and you’ll always 
alone. It’s like a permanent ache, and everything yo 


We’re all there to help you pass the day... ; 
Imaro Maybe you're right, as you always are. Mayb 
we’re al] alone in the end. How did Beckett pu’ 
[Quotes]. “Astride of a grave and a difficult b 
Down in the hole, lingeringly, the grave-digger puts 
the forceps. We have time to grow old. The air is ful 
our cries. [He listens, as in the text of Beckett's pla 
But habit is a great deadener. [He looks, as ifa 
sleeping form of Estragon]. At me too someo 
looking, of me too someone is saying, he is sleepi 
he knows nothing, Let him sleep on.” [Pause]. 1 « 
a on! /Pause]. What have I said? P 
oni It’s like a game isn’t it? j t matter 
that others suffer? 0700 init it doe 
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Imaro [Opening 


Jmaro You say yo ; 
ou. I can offer nothin 
which you knew so 
Moni, but not as yc 
when you dream, 


aaa 


Moni //n a great emotional 
stop me. I don’t | t 
Whatever you wish to n 
me out. I’m opting out, 
beautiful because of 

Imaro Yes, yes— _ 


the light. And it’s a fine 
like this, everything withe 


open it! One man, 
put all of his life in 
gently. Fools call it a 
we! It’s a chip off: 
taking down to th 
memories of forests a 
are shut]. ...And no 
Morning, and I don’ 


wake from it, it’s 
fragments! Wher 


nan ar i] . S 


No Mowe the Wasted 
Bveed 


CAST 


OLD MAN 

who is really Olokun, god of the ocean 
OLD WOMAN 

his wife, or Elusu [known also as Olokun: 

goddess of the inland waters 
BIOKUN 

, _ (called familiarly ‘B6kun’), a fisherman 

shutica 


_ his friend, also a fisherman 


PROLOGUE 


Beachside, Milk) light of foggy morning. Two figures, at 
first indistinct, begin to emerge from the sea. Finally we 
see that they are an old man and an old woman, who are 
in fact Olokun and his wife Elusu in human disguise. 
Olokun surveys the landscape. 


Olokun: Look at your work. Just look at your work, 
Elusu! 

Elusu: Yes. Am | not beautiful? 

Olokun: Beautiful! Look at the wreckage you’ve made of 
the town. For how many months now you've surrounded 
them, suffocated them, till their land has ceased to 
breathe. You've spread your water everywhere, like a 

: terrible carpet, so that wherever they put their feet, even 

___.within their doors, they swim in you. 

Blu: And more! You should see their farmlands, which I 

have tumed to swamp. Roots of their precious crops, I 

vale embrace till they rotted away. | am a 


on put their boats out, seeking 
ve my chest, a simple effort of 


Elusu: And so? | will go no further with you. I wish to 
return to the depths. 

Olokun: Don’t force my hand, Elusu. 

Elusu: On whose side are you anyway? 

Olokun: You know yourself on whose side I can be. You 
know that, like it or not, | am condemned always to be on 
the side of justice. Which is why I hope that in this 
matter, you have not been rash— 

Elusu: You were not there, to see the humiliations they 
piled on me. I have waited for twenty-five years. 

Olokun: That is not too long for a god’s patience, my 
dear. There are still questions to be answered. 

Elusu: What questions? What does it all mean to you 
anyway? They’re not your people. 

Olokun: | know they are yours. But in times of tribulation 
such as this, it is my name they call. The air rings with, 
the name of Olokun, smells with offerings to me. 

Elusu: All the more reason why they must be punished! 
Olokun, I am surprised at you. When we burst out from 
the bleeding gash of our mother Yemoja, were we not 
each given our laws and taboos? Were we not bidden to 
guard them jealously, or else wither and die? You've 
been away, but see, look at my face! See what the human 
beings have made of me, a cesspit of rotten flotsam! See 
how they choke my breath with oil, my belly with 

cement! And shit— 1, Olokunsu, woman of clear 
1 Se ne ene 
into a sigriad ates Ae 


me all over with stakes, and entangled my limbs in their 
fishing nets! Your wife, Olokun! 

Olokun: Yes, beloved. I know how wronged you feel. But 
there indeed lies the question. 

Elusu: What blasted question? 

Olokun: The question why. What could be their reason for 
such reckless behaviour? Why should they have chosen 
so boldly to defile a prized goddess? 

Elusu: It’s because of you, that’s al]. What extravagance do 
human beings not permit themselves when they know 

| that they can get away with it? They know that all it will 

take is a few humble prayers at your shrine. The priest 

Biased rings his bell, they sing a dolorous song, and a ram dies. 

That’s all. Your heart melts at once like a kiss of salt. 

Olokun: Human beings are feeble— 

Elusu: Like some gods I know! But no more, Olokun, I’ve 
been patient for too long, and they think it’s a weakness. 
This time they must pay the price in full. My waters will 
be cleansed, restored to purity before I relent. 

Olokun: | could force you, you know— 

Elusu: Yes, do I deny it? Will it be the first time? Why not 

“he da and summon Obatala as you did before, to tie 

¢ up in the sky with his iron chain? 

[Placating] Look here, my dear— 

e of that. Wives are to be bullied, they 

Why don’t you use your celebrated 

| for a chang on hears But no, that 


Elusu: So all this, all you see around, isn’t enough cause 
yet for Kabiyesi's ‘terrible anger’? 
Olokun: Maybe there is, maybe there isn’t. We'll see, 
after they’ve given their own testimony. But first I want 
you to make me a promise. 
Elusu: What promise? You wish to trap me, isn’t it? 
Olokun: No. 
Elusu: I know you only too well, dear husband. 
Olokun: Listen to me. I know how much you've suffered 
from their neglect and scorn. Dear wife, I too. I feel only 
too keenly the sharp blade of their misuse of your waters. 
But I must warn-you. We are embarked here on a perilous 
course from which there is no tuming back. If you don’t 
pardon them, then there can be only one consequence. 
Either your cult lives again, till your name glistens 
happily, like the skin of coral. Or you die. 
Elusu: Better death than humiliation, husband. 
Olokun: And you’ll not relent? 
Elusu: Human beings only learn from suffering. 
Olokun: Yes, but not from death. That is always too late, 
and we cannot be worshipped by corpses. If I don’t 
intervene, you’ll wipe out the entire race. 
Elusu: Thank you. I’ve made my choice. “Zuvts 
Olokun: Promise then not to lose on: soni be. As 
nothing rash while we are here. , 
Elusu: It’¥your order, mas I can o 
Olokun: Come then, Time to 
own skin. 


ONE 


[Same situation; beachside, sea in flood. Biokun comes in 
over narrow muddy path, carrying a pot, earthen, 
chalked white. His own face is partially chalked white 
too, his body naked, save for a white wrapper round his 
waist. He walks in slowly, solemn, seeming to count his 
steps. Then puts pot down. He kneels beside it, facing the 
sea, making strange gestures] 


Biokun: Olokun, here’s the offering, warm in my hand. 
Here I am. Let the boy live! 

[He begins to intone the chant to Olokun. Enter Saluga. 
He seeks Biokun and comes to a stop, watching. Then he # 
comes forward]. 

Saluga: Biokun! (Silence). Biokun, it’s me! (Silence). 
You won't talk to me? 

Biokun: /Not turning] Go away. 

Saluga: Bur— 

Biokun: Go away from me, Saluga. 

Saluga: Why? 

Biokun: The priest, he’ll soon be here. With his acolyte. 

Saluga: Will they drive me away? (Silence). | called at 
your house. They told me you'd be here. [Silence]. | saw 
they boy. /Pause/. I’m sorry. 

Biokun: Why don’t you leave me alone? 

Saluga: Because— 

Biokun: /Bitterly) Because I’ve betrayed you. Betrayed 
myself. And you want to see me squirm in the depths of 
humiliation. 

Saluga: Look here, I only— 


Biokun: Go away, can’t you hear? I don’t want to see you! 
Saluga: Biokun, I— /Biokun suddenly lifis the pot, to go 
away. Saluga holds him back]. Listen to me! [Biokun 
pauses]. Why don’t you put the pot down? /Biokun waits, 
carrying pot}. Listen, everybody knows in what strange 
times we live. What we are witnessing now, no one has 
seen the likes of it before. Not even our oldest men recall 
a season like this when the sea crashes in over the 
beaches and our sand barriers and comes to settle down 
permanently on our streets, at the very doorsteps of our 
rMised huts. Strange indeed, that every day over the past 
seven months or more, the sea has come in such floods 
that we have been cut off completely from the mainland 
and no one dares put a canoe out on the raging water. 
Food supplies are short, the fishes have fled, all the plants 
have rotted away. And on top of all that now comes this 
plague that is eating away the children... Biokun, I’m 
trying to say that, in a time like this, filled with confusion 
and distress, it is quite normal that some of us should 
break. That some of our idealism should dissolve like 
_Sea-salt. Do you hear me? /Biokun begins to walk away. 
Saluga watches in despair, then— ] Walk away. Go on, 
walk away. And I too can walk into the water. /Biokun 
pauses. Saluga goes towards him]. A market, Biokun! 
_That’s what life is. And we come in our different canoes. 
From time to time, inexplicably, some fall overboard, 
beyond rescue. Or a young child whom we cherish dearly 
suddenly tires of the haggling and, even in the midst of 
affection, decides to return home. Decides, even against 
our arguments .../Biokun turns, looks at him for a while, 
and seems about to speak, but is overwhelmed. He turns 
away again abruptly, in evident pain. Saluga gently takes 
the pot from him and places it down, speaking]. We have 
share ings, remember? We shared a canoe, once, 
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But we fished. And we survived. We shared a shack 
inside an abandoned boat, with crabs, scorpions and stray 
dogs. And it was all we had for shelter, till the season 
changed and prawns became valuable in the market. Then 
we could sell and make a profit, buy a better net to catch 

the precious pilchards and the copper fish, and at last we 
could rent our own room. Are you listening? When you 
met Oroki, we went courting together, I as your go- 
between, just as it was to be later, the roles reversed, 
when I met Omonide. Together, side by side, we raised 
those reed huts’in which our wives first knew their 
husbands ... jand when later a new season came, and 
Omonide cold not resist the appeal of the while sailors, 
and left in the ship, remember, you were there, at my 
side... 

Biokun: [Soft] Yes... I know ... I know... 

Saluga: Grief must be shared, else it corrodes. [Pause). 
Bokun? 

Biokun: Why him, Saluga? Why so much pain for a little 
child? Why not me, who can take it? Or even his mother? 

Saluga: We never know how tragedy makcs its choice, 
Bokun. When it comes sailing it’s always on our 
vulnerable days. 

Biokun: You should hear him screaming, the poor fragile 
thing. Screaming, unable to eat, unable to sleep, his body 
burning into rashes... he’s going to die, Saluga and such 
agonising death! 

Saluga: Sh! We must still keep hoping. 

Biokun: Ten seasons, Saluga! Ten desperate seasons, it 
took us, waiting for that child! 

Saluga: I know. I was there, wasn’t !? 

Biokun: And you witnessed how, slowly, Oroki’s mind 
jieldec ee erpas: Oil ft nearly collapsed. hot shad te 
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What potion did she not drink to force her sleeping womb 
awake? 

Saluga: And I remember one evening, at the close of a 
cropping season from which you had been absent, as I 
dragged myself wearily ashore, trailing my net— and | 
still remember it all! A figure running towards me from 
the huts. And I looked and I was frightened. A ghost, his 
head all aflame? I made to leap aside, suddenly 
strengthened by fear. Then I saw it was you, with the 
dying sun behind you. And you were shouting something 
I could not catch—shouting, rolling, leaping about and 
laughing like a child laughs. And I still could not make 
out what you were saying. 

Biokun: Was I mad! I was all giddy with joy! After ten 
seasons of barrenness, Saluga, she was pregnant! At last! 
Oroki was round with seed and I, Biokun, I was going to 
be a father! I danced. I could not stop. 

Saluga: And I threw my tiredness aside at once and danced 
with you. Two of us on the sands, screaming to the wind. 
Till we flung our clothes away and ran naked into the 
water... 

Biokun Afterwards we named him, didn’t we? There on 
the beach. Already we knew it would be a boy, the 
moon’s firstborn... 

Saluga: We called him Erindo, a pledge with the sea. 

Biokun: Erindo, yes! His coming was sweet. And he began 
to grow. From misty eyes to the first blink of recognition. 
Erindo takes his first startled steps. He stumbles, but he is 
up; he has accepted the challenge of living! Then one day 
a cavern of blackness, his mouth, begins to flash and fill 
with teeth, with the first babble of words. The next 
morning, you were there, we throw him naked into the 
water. We wait. And we wait, is he going to drown and 
return to his roots? His mother flees inside the hut in 
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alarm. But he floats, he floats! He salutes life with a 
marvellous wailing ... and now...now... 

Saluga: I know... P 

Biokun: | did it for her! Let them laugh! Let them 
condemn me. I, who have always derided superstition, | 
have gone back on my words and come to the shrine of 
Olokun. At least if he dies, Oroki will know I tried 
everything. 

Saluga: You have done what you believe is right. Why do 
you worry so much about what people will say? 

Biokun: Because I can see it in your eyes, Saluga. 

Saluga: Me? You are— 

Biokun: In your eyes. Don’t deny it. This is the end of all 
we've ever fought for. After this, no one will listen to us 
again. 

Saluga: Perhaps you are right. But I do not condemn you, 
Bokun. I only measure the damage, to see what can be 
retrieved. 

Biokun: I’m lost. I’m beyond retrieval. 

Saluga: I do not have a son, Bokun, apart from this child 
of yours, who is about to go. | feel the pain too, and | 
cannot judge you. 

Biokun: I just want him to live, that’s all. 1 want him— 
[Enter the priest, Togun, and an acolyte, shaking an iron 
bell. Following them are the Old Couple). 

Togun: Your friend is here? 

Biokun: Yes. 

Togun: I hope he has come to help and not to hinder our 
ceremony. 

Saluga: Have no fear, Togun. I am concemed also that the 
child should live. 

Togun: [To Biokun] Have you said the prayers? 

Biokun: Yes. 
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Togun: Good. Now listen. This old couple came from the 

sea. 

Biokun: From the sea? 

Saluga: How? 

[The Old Couple smile]. 

Togun: I don’t know. I do not ask unnecessary questions. 
And I don’t expect you to start-— 

Olokun: It’s simple. We came on the back of a crocodile. 
[Biokun and Saluga are bewildered]. 

Togun: They are messengers of the gods. 

Saluga: /Incredulous] A crocodile! 

Elusu: The message, you see, was that urgent. 

Togun: We made the sacrifice and waited. Then the oracle 
directed us to a certain place behind a shed on the 
decaying logs. We went there, and they [Pointing to Old 
Couple] were waiting. And they had a message so 
Starting that you must bear it direct from their lips. That’s 
why I prayed them to accompany me here. 

Biokun: What is your message, old ones? ~ 

Olokun: Is this the man? 

Togun: Yes, venerable one. His name is Biokun. 

Olokun: Young man, let me first ask you: where is your 
father? 

Biokun: Dead. Long buried in the earth. 

Olokun: In the earth or in the sea? 

Biokun: I do not know. I never met him. 

Olokun: No? 

Biokun: | was barely out of the womb then. So they told 
me. 

Olokun: So you don’t even know what he looked like? 

Biokun: The thought has often haunted me. 


Elusu: /Dreamily] He was tall, his limbs lean like the 
+ roots of mangrove. All over him an abundance of hair, 
and it glistened when he came out of the water like the 
scales of fish. You're hairy too I see. And tall. But most 
importantly, his chest, which was broad, carried, on the 
right side of him, over the nipple, a little black mole— 

Biokun: /Stariled] What! Saluga! 

Elusu: Young man, may we see your chest? 

Biokun: It’s there, see? I’ve always carried a mole. Great 
goddess Yemoja, so you knew my father and I am his 
son! Look! /Baring his chest to show the mole). 

Olokun: Yes. That is the sign. 

Saluga: A sign? What sign? 

Elusu: The sign of the chosen. 

Biokun: The chosen? 

Elusu; Patience. If you bear a child, he will have that sign 
too. 

Togun: Does your son—? 

Biokun: Of course he does! Remember, Saluga, how you 
tease him about it? 

Elusu: It’s the sign given to your family down the 
generations. 

Togun: It’s the sign of the chosen. 

Saluga: Yes, but chosen for what? 

Togun: Chosen to save the land. To carry it across 
troubled waters and set it down again on the safe side. 

Biokun: Me?! don’t understand what your mean— 

Elusu: Explain to him. 

Togun: Well, ...it’s like this. Every people have their 
totem, it is the original symbol and life force of their 
community. We are bidden to continuously sacrifice to 
this totem, celebrate it, as a token of gratitude and a 
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renewal of allegiance. Our totem in Egure is the sea, and 
Olokun is our god. 

Biokun: Yes, go on. We know that. 

Togun: But Olokun has a wife called Elusu, and she is the 
one who presides over the shallow waters of the creeks, 
on whose bank we live. Thus we cannot worship Olokun 
while neglecting Elusu. 

Saluga: Who knew this? No one has ever mentioned this. 

Togun Our fathers did. They also knew her terrible 
injunction, that no one must pollute her water. In 
consequence of it they forbade fishing in the shallower 
waters of the bar, close to the shore— 

Biokun: We never knew this. Everybody fishes there now. 

Saluga: And the oil men have their rigs there, the 
smugglers have their dreadful haunts in the numerous 
caves, the whole sea-face has become a market. 

Togun: So you see— 

Biokun: The goddess is angry? 

Togun: That is their message [Pointing to Old Couple} 

Saluga: But no one has ever told us. Did you know? 

Togun: | had forgotten. 

Saluga: You, forgotten! You, the priest, with the land’s 
welfare in your hands! Or is that not what your 
worshippers claim? 

Togun: | thought... I thought it did not matter any more. 

Saluga: What! Can you hear that! 

Togun: Does that surprise you, you apostate? Most of the 
things which mattered at the time of my father have 
ceased to count. The laws of our youth have tumed 
overnight into the relics of history. The times changed, 
and so did our people. Why, you boast of it, you heretic! 
Lots of strangers have come to settle among us, bringing 
new habits, new systems of thought, The old customs 
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have crumbled, the old gods fled into retreat. | was there 
when they killed the cult of Elusu, 

Biokun and Saluga: What! 

Biokun: Who did? Who killed her cult? 

Saluga: How, and why? 

Togun: It’s a long story, but I'll cut it short. It had to do 
with your father, Biokun. 

Biokun: My futher? 

Togun: Yes, my son. He was the carrier. 

Biokun. | sce. I’m beginning to understand, 


Togun: Your family ... you come from a family of 
carriers... 


Saluga: Is this true? 


Togun: These old ones confirm it... Every season, the 
drums beat at the swell of the sea. The clouds drooped 
down, heavy with vapour, and the rains poured like the 
pounding of pestles... Then it was that the chosen 
prepared himself, with chalk and camwood, beads of 
cowries, string-covered nuts in which ancient herbs were 
Stored. And with the bells ringing, the flutes and gongs in 
clamour, the carrier danced out of the shrine and began 
his slow laborious journey through the town, down to the 
edge of the water. All along, he swept up on his head our 
loads of sin and disease, the lingering fevers of brain and 
flesh, the festering sores of our lives, all the decay and 
rot, all the tadpoles of our so tragic fate, Thus, by the time 
he finally reached the waiting canoe, al] sweat and blood 
and urine, the carrier was no longer a human being, but 
one huge lumbering maggot, laden with death. No mortal 
must touch him at that moment, no human voice speak to 
him, for his recognition itself was lethal. First he must 
take the waiting canoe, alone, he must row out alone up 
the creek, to a single spot which he alone recognised. 
Which only the chosen know and nobody else. And there, 


alone with the goddess, he concluded his terrible pact, the 
rite from which we all drew our fresh water of life. And 
at his return, everyone knew at once if he had been 
successful. 


Biokun: How? 


Togun; Simple. Whenever he returned, no matter the hour 
of evening or night, the sun was always bright behind 
him. 

Biokun: Always? 

Togun: From time immemorial. 

Saluga: So what happened... to his father? 

Togun: That year, Osoosi, your father, walked the streets 
as before. With a new gait, everyone saw that something 
was wrong. But what? No one knew. His eyes, they were 
dead, his walk strange, his song hoarse. But he went on. 
And reached the boat. That was when something 


happened. A woman rushed out of the reeds, and held on 
to him. 


Biokun: What! Taboo! 


Togun: And she began to scream, and throw herself wildly 
about at his feet. 


Elusu: (Reeling) | was there... it happened ... like this... 
Bive way... 
[A sudden transformation takes place, accompanied by 
drumbeais. The Acolyte flings her arms in the air and 
becomes possessed. Biokun does a slow whirling dance, 
picks up the pot again, and becomes the carrier. All the 
others, apart from Olokun who Steps aside, go rigid, as in 


france. The Acolyte's possessed dance brings her across 
the path of Btokun. She clings to him]. 


Acolyte: Osoosi! Osoosi! 


Biokun: (As carrier] Who calls? Who stands in the path 
of a goddess? 


Acolyte: Osoosi, listen to me! 
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Biokun: | recognise your voice. You're a woman who has 
been close to me. But | cannot reach you. 

Acolyte: (Pulling at him] 1am here. Here! Open your eyes. 
I am Salewa, of the spice market. The woman whom 
you— 

Biokun: Too late. Too far away. The boat waits. 

Acolyte: But look at the water! You're going to your death. 

Biokun: The boat waits. This burden is heavy and my head 
hurts. Look! The goddess beckons impatient. 

Acolyte: Let her wait. Or find another victim. You're mine, 
mine! 

Biokun: Clear the way, woman! Time is running out! 

Acolyte: 1 won’t let you go. Who will take care of me 
when you’re gone? And your son, who'll take care of 
Biokun? We’re complete strangers here— 

Biokun: Clear the way! The goddess will be angry. 

Acolyte: No. you'll have to kill me first. Better to die than 
stay here alone, a widow even before marriage, a mother 
without— 

Biokun: GET AWAY!! [With a final angry push he sends 
her sprawling. She screams. As the scream subsides, the 
drums die off just as abruptly, and the characters regain 
their normal postures. They look warily at the Old 
onan happened... It was later that we 

*s how it happened... 

tee oon That she was not of these parts, but 
had come from the upland forest to trade in our market, 
Unknown to us, she had had an affair with the carrier, and 
had had a son for him ... you, Biokun... 

Biokun: Go on. Tell me the rest. 

Togun: id not know the custom, that a carrier 
yp appa She was afraid of the wild 

weather and the wild waters. She did not know that that 
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was what made the chosen, your ability to hold dialogue 
with the sea, and tame it along the passage. She did not 
know that you could ride the roughest water, because you 
understood its language. 

Saluga: Poor woman... 

Biokun: Yes. Poor mother! 

Togun: Osoosi pulled himself away from her, brutally, and 
rowed out. But she was already contaminated. When she 
dragged herself up Jater, and tried to return to town, they 
would not let her. They barred her path, the young and 
the old, and began to stone her. Someone ran to call my 
father from the shrine, and I followed. But it was too late. 
By the time we got there, she was already a sorry mass of 
blood on the ground, covered with stones... 

Biokun: Dead! 


Togun: Yes, unfortunately. 


Biokun: So that’s how my mother died. They murdered 
her! 

Togun: And the worst was still to come. That day, the 
carrier did not return as before. Nor the next day, nor the 
following. Days passed. Weeks. Fright yielded place to 
anguish, then gradually the town settled down to its new 
life. And that was the beginning of the end. Olokun and 
his wife had taken away their carrier, and killed their cult. 

Biokun: | don’t understand. Why are you suddenly 
bringing all this up again out of the past? 

Togun: Because once more, after so many years, the 
goddess is awake again. Awake, and demanding her 
rights... 

Saluga: What do you mean? The town has done nothing 
but make sacrifices to Olokun in the past few weeks. The 
people have fed him to surfeit. They've given him so 
much that our stores are empty and we face the threat of 
Starvation. 
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Saluga: You can come closer to find out, if your eyes are 
failing. 
Togun: A knife against the priest of the gods! One shout 
from here— 
Biokun: Drop it, Saluga. It’s not worth it— 
Saluga: I'll not stand by while you give your life so 
cheaply. I have a stake in it too— 
Biokun: It’s not my life. It’s just a trip across the water. 
Saluga: Like your father’s? Use your brain, Bokun! It’s all 
a trick, can’t you see? A trick like they’re always tricking 
us. Don’t tell me you’ ve fallen so easily for it— 
Biokun: Let me go. It doesn’t matter whether | believe or 
| not. The important thing is that it’s another chance to— 
___ Saluga: It’s no chance for you, can’t you see? No chance 
for us. Even if you survive, there’s nothing in it for you. 
We'll go back to our squalor, to our desperate fight in the 
slums— a 
Elusu: This is getting too long, too long! I am beginning to 
lose my temper. 
‘ool Release him, Saluga! The choice is his, not yours. 
; Yes, except that you have mesmerised him with 
tale. Tell me, why is it always us who give our 
Gh eine upon to 


the wretched, never a wealthy 


Saluga: And who decided that chest moles are the mark of 
identity for carriers? Why not fat cheeks like yours for 
instance? Or a rotund overblown belly? | would have 
thought that a more juicy meal for your cannibal gods. 

Togun: Take time young man. The gods may strike you 
for your blasphemy. 

Saluga: I won’t be surprised. Aren’t they always on your 
side, on the side of oppressors? 

Togun: And these two venerable witnesses— 

Saluga: Are your agents, that’s all. How much did you pay 
them? 

Elusu: What! You hear that, Olokun? 

Olokun: Wait!— 

Saluga: You see! [Laughs]. They are even confused. Now 
she calls him Olokun! They’re no longer his messengers. 

Olokun: {Amused] And suppose that were really my name, 
young man? 

Saluga: /Laughing] Yes! And this old hag, suppose she 
was also Elusu! 

Elusu: This is enough! I’ve suffered his insolence enough! 

Olokun: Patience— 

Elusu: No! Who does he think he is that he can wash his 

mouth out so freely on the gods? He must pay, now! 

[Olokun moves to intervene, but is too late. Elusu extends 

her arms angrily forward like a sword. There is a crash 

of sounds, like a cymbal’s, and a flash of lightning. At the 

same moment her mask cracks, and her garments begin 

to drop off, revealing a very pretty, light-skinned woman 

with strikingly long black hair, whose body, from below 

her breasts to the hips, is covered with fish scales. 


There is a lot of screaming on Stage, from the others too, 
who are startled by the sudden transformation ] 

Togun; it’s Elusu! It’s the goddess herself 

Elusu: | thought to show you by little warnings, but you 


would not learn. Now you pay the price of folly, Olokun, 
See, these are your human beings! 


{They turn, to see that a similar 
happened to the Old Man. His head, released of its mask, 
shows a kindly black face, with bushy hair. Fins are 
glistening from his shoulders, but the rest of his body is 
like a man's. Priest and Acolyte and Biokun fall on their 
Jaces. Saluga is still writhing painfully). 

Elusu: /7o Saluga} Now look up, foolish young man. And 
Say whether you think it’s still all a lic. [Saluga groans]. 

Olokun: Release him, beloved. Let him talk. 

Elusu: He can talk. Talk! [She gestures again]. 

Saluga: /Groaning] | sce you, god and goddess. Just as | 
have always imagined you to be. Fat and cruel. 

Elusu: You hear him! 

Biokun: Saluga! 

Saluga: 1am not afraid! I have no respect for gods who 

their worshippers. 


transformation has 


+ He will not learn, you see? We've wasted enough 
time. Let him pay the ultimate penalty. 
{Again she extends her arms. Saluga gives a jerk, 
screams, and is still. Silence. Then Biokun looks up and 
crawls to Saluga. He feels his body, his chest). 
Biokun: /Hoarse] Cold! His body’s gone cold! 
Elusu: You must hurry now, Togun. Begin the rite. 
Biokun: You've killed him! 
Elusu: Don’t moum for him. He got what he asked for. 
Biokun: He was ... he was trying to save my life. 
Elusu: !t doesn't matter any more. 


Biokun: No it doesn’t. All that matters is that 
have your food 


Elusu: What? Did I hear right? Olokun— [But Olokun 
remains silent and still]. 


Biokun: | was blind, just like my father. Grief blinded me. 
But my eyes are clear now. Saluga told the truth. 
Elusu: What do you mean? 


Biokun: The people, goddess, they abandoned your cult 
because you failed us. Because you take and take, and 
give nothing back, except betrayal, except a great 
betrayal! They did not kill you, you killed yourself. 

Togun: Biokun, | beg you, don’t be like your friend, even 


in grief. Think of your son, your wife, the survival of the 
town. 


you should 


Biokun: We will never survive, 
g0ds as these are around. 
Elusu: You too! 


Olokun: Let him speak, Elusu! Go on! I’m listening. 
Biokun: What is the justice, when you hack a tree down, 
and blame the handle of the axe? You complain of 
Pollution, but who brought the ships of merchandise from 
across the ocean to our shore? You complain of being 
abandoned, but who brought the predators who 
impoverished our people and turned them into grovelling 
slaves? Did our Conquerors not come across your seas, 

Olokun? Did they not berth in your waters, goddess? 
all this, Olokun, to words 


Togun, as long as such 


Elusu: Are we gOing to listen to 
of abuse and reproach from a carrier? 
Olokun: Let him finish, 


Biokun: Only a happy people pay homage to their gods. 

We fed you with the best of Our seasons, praying for 

_Peace and abundance. But instead, you brought us the 
white slavers, who carried off our best men to the far 
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plantations, ‘to anguish and humiliation. You did not 
shake your head, and overtum their ships on the way. 
You did not ask your tides to lead them astray before they 
reached us. They rode on your shoulders and they 
brought us the terror of guns, the corruption of cowries, 
they brought their venereal diseases. And now they have 
seized control of the mainland over there, have seized our 
richest lands, and are busy carting off to their brethren 
back at home the most precious of our natural resources. 
What do you do, goddess? You watch and let them pass, 
these alien ships laden with plunder, with our oil and gold 
and diamonds, with our timber, coffee, cotton and cocoa 
and what else. Leaving us with our hands empty. Leaving 
us abject and wretched. Except of course, for the few 
traitors among us who are prosperous because they agree 
to serve as the agents of the white predators. Those are 
your friends, the ones you protect. They can go and come 
as they will across your waters, or across the skies of 
your brother Orun. You ask no sacrifice of them, no 
token of allegiance. They're rich and few, they are the 
beloved of your priest. But we're nuinerous and 
nameless, like the sand of the beach, we're wretched and 
expendable. A wasted breed, we’re ready, at a signal, to 
forsake our deepest dreams, and take out a canoe in 
savage weather. We'll give our life, our blood, bs 
they, the privileged, remain here on the shore, bowing : 
their white masters, gathering fat... but Saluga saw it : 
and spoke out, he had great courage, he has paid with his 
ite... 
Olokun: | will revive him! 


Elusu: Olokun! 
Olokun: He has spoken the truth. Lam filled with shame. 


Elusu: It’s my life now, against his! a 
Olokun: | warmed you. Olokun is a god of justice. 
Elusu: Save me, my husband! 
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Olokun: Beloved, time is no longer on our side. See, men 
have changed. They have eaten the salt of freedom and 
moved beyond our simple caprices. We must fulfil our 
appetite by other means, for they do not demand 
protection any more, but food; not worship but justice. I 
have no choice, [ must respond. Therefore by the burst 
womb of our mother Yemoja, I command you—let the 
man live! 

Elusu: Olokun, no! Think of me! 

Olokun: Tell him to stand. 

Elusu: Stand! Take life again! Go on, suck my breasts, my 
life! Live and watch a goddess die! 

Olokun: Goodbye my love till the next generation. Go; 
Obatala is waiting. Go, and let your waters retreat. It is so 
little to pay for a whole debt of history. 

[She sings, a dying song, and begins to withdraw, as 

Saluga revives]. 

Togun: I don’t understand— 

Olokun: Priest, tides change for gods as they do for men. 
It is not a beautiful moment, when a goddess dies. The 
sorrow lasts a whole generation. My wife is gone, the 
beloved. But Olokun is a god of justice. 

Saluga: What is happening? I feel as if | am waking from 
a dream. 

Biokun: Come, come and see! She is going down and the 
water is sinking— 

Saluga: It’s a new world! The poor shall raise their heads! 

Men shall be free! 

Olokun: My children, 1 must leave you now. I have a 
funeral to arrange. Farewell— 

Togun: And me, divine one? What will happen to me? 

Olokun: Grow with the season. You have fed on me all 
your life. Now you must stand on your own feet. 
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The bedroom of Kunle Aremo. Fairly big and 
Well furnished with a settee, armchairs, drinks 
working table somewhat in disarray. 
Kunle is seen before a standing mirror, combing h 
He is in shirt and trousers, with socks only. Int} 
of the following scene, he will gradually dress up, 
a tie and put it on, wear a pair of shoes and ch 
coat. 

The door opens, and his mother enters, pauses 
knocks. He turns and sees her. Her face is solemn. 


Mother: May I come in? 
Kunle: Of course, Mama. What’s all that formality f 
Mother: [Shutting the door slightly behind h 
comes in]. Well, does one know with you an 
nowadays? 
Kunle: You were in already, anyway. Ah, my 
[Crosses over to a drawer, brings out tablets]. 
Mother: That headache again? 
Kunle: Yes, I see you’re ready for the party. 
Mother: | want to talk to you. 
Kunle: Look at you. Just look at you! I hope some j 
man won’t snatch you away tonight! veil 
Mother: You and your sweet mouth! How old ¢ 
think J am! 
Kunle: Whatever the case, you’re not old enough to 
As the current head of this family, I withho! 
permission till you’re eighteen! 
Mother: Stop joking now and be serious. We mu 
Kunle: /Takes flask and pours out water; 
tablets], Go on. Sometimes it’s like my head is 
Mother: My poor son, It’s all these responsibiliti 
sudden, You’re not used to them. 7 


102 


ou won a 
Kunle: I’ve been busy. 
Mother: Too busy to take 
Kunle: Later, 

tonight. 
Mother: Or maybe to 
Kunle: [ Grinning]. Mi 
Mother: You think it’ 
Kunle: Don’t worry, \ 
today. At least not till 
for dying! 
Mother: You're 
been frightened of 


Kunle Myson! 
Mother: I know he d 

His character may 
Kunle: His mother 


were very ill, and we took you to the ¢ 
prescribed an injection. The nurse ha 
bottom for the injection when suddenly, 
toad, jumped in through the window, You : 
... [She looks up at his cry: he has ha 
bed, gasping and clutching his head. She 
Mother; Kunle! Kunle! What’s the matter 
Kunle: (Recovers gradually. Brushes her han 
brusquely, and goes [0 pour himself a 
trolley]. Ah! 
Mother: [In plain distress] !'m sorry. ? 
was ... a childhood nightmare. I thought you 
adjusted to it. ¥ 
Kunle: Never again, Mama. Don’t bring 
again. Not even in jest. Now what’s brot 
Mother: I want to talk to you. 
Kunle: About what? 
Mother: About ...well, about other kinds of t 
Kunle: Again! Mama, I — ] 
Mother: Are you going to listen to me! — 
Kunle: Well, go on. : 
Mother: The Company lawyer, Mr. Jegede. 
downstairs just now, as he was leaving yor 
Kunle: Yes 
Mother: He told me. 
Kunle: /Angrily] He told you what? 
Mother: He told me everything. 
Kunle: He’s playing with his job! He’s 
opening his mouth carelessly before e' 
Harry, ‘ 
Mother: And is that what I’ve now bet 
and Harry? J 
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up the Company, he 
Kune: And you read hi 
Mother: Yes, I read | 
consult me before he m 
Kunle: I know you didn 
Mother: Of course, wo 
We're only good to 
clothes. Never to be tr 


opinion on such 
too. But not him! A 
All the same, I am se 
Kunle: Mother, if 


am the host, I shoul 
Mother: You're as 


and they stopped him: 
Kunle: Mama, fat! 
medical reports—_ 
Mother: Thank you. TI 
you meet your own 
attending tonigh 
Poor son, who’ 
Suppose it’s mm" 
should be filled y 
Test from all this 


_. 


Mother: They'll get you, I’m telling you! 
bastards, and they’ll get you. They’ve always gri 
you till now. : 
shaken your 


your wedding, Fi 
nice. Some of them never come without | 


sents, expensive presents. That was all right. I 
a game. You were only the son of the Com 
Chairman. You were heir-apparent, but as long 
were not of age, and were not on the Board, you pos 
threat to them. They could fondle you and play witl 
as they played with toys. But I’ve known these | 
my life. I was there when your father was puttin; 
Company together. You’re simply no match for them. 
as soon as they learn of your decision tonight, eve 
will change. They'll come out in their true 
loathsome and vile. And they’ll get you— id 

Kunle: /Laughing] One would think you were th 
agent! ; 

Mother: Give up the Company, Kunle. Believe me 
know what J am saying. Sell off your shares to them. 

Kunle: And disobey my father? ey 

Mother: Your life, Kunle! That’s all that matte 
You're already more than rich, by any average 
We have invested money for you. Bought you buil 

and land both here and abroad. Your signature alon 
worth thousands. You don’t need the Company. 

Kunle: Because you don’t understand! Because | you t 

it’s only the money! ! 


pre 
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He must have had a reason. 
mother What reason? 


acts 0 
like a death warrant. 


Kunle: Mama, I am not saj 
certain that my father > 
made his will. I’ve read h 
think I know what he wants. 

Mother: And what is that? — 

Kunle: That I should avenge 


death for you! He sent yo 

you could not cope. That y 
Kunle: How do you know? 
Mother: You’re my son. 
Kunle: But do you know: 
Mother: Give up. This is 

your father. ae 
Kunle: My father! I thin 


anything. I am rich 
bestowed on me. I thi 


Without fear. Like in a rite of initiation. I d 

what the world was when you were growing up, } 

but I know what you’re saying, The worl 

you sent me to school is a world of canr 
people grow, sharpening their teeth on the fl 
friends. Of their relatives and children. W. 
another. And who says I don’t know that « 
toughest survive? The most brutal and mos 
But Mama, calm your fears. The game is ju 
all the hunters are alert. 

Mother: But Kunle, you don’t belong. You’ 
them, are you? [Silence] My son! 

Kunle: Mama, why don’t you look up. Look at 
am! I am no longer in the cradle. u 

Mother: But Kunle ... my son ...? 

Kunle: 1 will survive, Mama. Father trusted 
tonight, we will find out. Meanwhile, just 
happy birthday. 
[The door is flung open suddenly, and Bosede rus 

Bosede: Kunle! Kunle! Where’s Kunle-o? I'm d 

Kunle: Bose! 

Mother: What’s the matter? 

Bosede: Ah, Mama, you’re here! I am finished! Fin 

Kunle: Calm yourself. What happened? a 

Mother: What happened, Bose? 

Bosede: Segun! It’s Segun o! 

Mother: Segun! 

Bosede: Yes! My head is done for! 

Mother: What happened? Where’s he? Bose! 

Bosede:; Jn the kitchen, Mama! He’s dying! 

Mother: Dying! I’d better go and see! Rushes 

Kunle; But dear... calm yourself! at” 
Segun? 


since 
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Bosede: Kunle! 


de: Vomiting! 
Fle Js that all? ; 
posede: Is that all! Vom ; 
less than thirty minut ; / 
nle: Why not call the 
keep forgetting it’s d 
hospital at once. 
posede: [can’t find 
Kunle: God, what’s 
out. I sent him to 
drinks. So he’s not bac 
Bosede: Can’t you take 


Bosede: Damn your 
ill, seriously ill, and— 


Bosede: What! Wh 

Kunle: Just wait 
going to wish yo 
Spread out, naked 


All I said was t 


Swear it to you! : thir aie 
going to bring out the 


Bosede: What truth? Kunle— 
Kunle: Don’t touch me, asewo"t ”! Don’t ever put those 
hands on me again. I am thirty today, and all thai 
is ended. Those chains my father put on my feet 
of his oath to your father, they will be broken 
And it will be all over at last between you and me. 
Bosede: So that’s it. You want a divorce. ' 
Kunle: I’m going to have my revenge on you, my dez 
going to hurt you back! 
Bosede: But for what? At least tell me that. What have | 
done? I’ve never been unfaithful to you. } 
Kunle: /Laughs, shrilly] Ha ha ha! No? [Clutches his 
in evident pain]. Oh my head. 
Bosede: [Falls down] I swear it to you. On my: 
Whatever you may have heard— 
Kunle: Get up! Get up, you filthy lying bitch! 
earth denounce you for ever! [Goes for tablets]. 
Bosede: /Pifeously] Kunle, why are you being s 
Why are you calling me these horrible names? Es 
today, on your birthday. I wanted it to be our nices 
wanted things to be good for you, so you could rel 


You're always so tense nowadays, so easily i 
I thought it would be different today, when 
dreams are coming true at last and the sun is s! 
cooked the best dishes for you. All our best frie! 
be coming— 
Kunle: [Swallowing tablets} Including Yinka? Tell me, i 
“Yinka-boy” not coming? 
Bosede: /Her mouth opens, wide with shock. § 
sits on the floor, starting at him as if frightened. | 


? Harlot. 
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ice, when it comes, is aln 


you! 
‘0 you knew. 


nle: (Bitterly] I sent 
La Go round the shops, 
pest things for our 
f, but there were si 


happened over ‘there? 
osede: It was summ 
ask me how it happene 
Kunle: Then the news: t 
Jonger in London, but 
Amsterdam. Then for R 
sent frantic telegrams t 
knew what to do. 

specialize i in that Soe 
Inno time the full details 
... photographs. Wo 


Bosede: Two years 
them. , 

Kunle: You thought it 
thought neta ? 


me. I was never that, 
the very first man T 


How many others, s 
promised us to each 
We agreed to be engag 


= 


Bosede: /Desperately/. 1 love you, Kunle. There’s 
been another man. Please believe me. Yinka was a 
nothing! He took me to all those places. They were | 
fairy lands to me, I was intoxicated, J was only nine 
remember? But J swear it to you, nothing really happy 
between us. ' 

Kunle: You call that nothing? 

Bosede: Nothing... physical. Please believe me. I r 
slept with him. | was giddy for some time, but I quick 
came back to my senses. That’s why I came back to: \ 
Why I married you. Because I love you. ~- 

Kunle: Love! How nice! I know everybody thinks tf 
am an infant. But we'll see! After the meeting to 
we'll see! 

Bosede: You don’t believe me? 

Kunle: /Mocking]. Of course I do! Why won’t I! 

Bosede: Kunle, please— : 

Kunle: Enough. My advice is, pack your things. Befor 
storm breaks. Go away now, you and your son. 


Kunle:1 don’t believe it, thank you. Born exactl 
months after your summer ... er, “madness”! 


I got there. 
Kunle Very good. It’s my child: but does he e 
like me? Answer! 


that. Everyone says it. That is not my fault. B 


son. [From outside comes the cry of a child 
hear Kunle’s mother calling. “Bose! Bosede o!”} 
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«unle: Mama is calling you. [7h 
now. I don’t want your son 
control myself any longer! Go! , 

posede: [Rising, calls out]. 
KunleJ. Everything falls ir 
strange Ways since your fa 
thought it was just the grie 
cowardice and your greed 

Kunle: You can’t provoke me, B e. 

Bosede: Coward! You knew all that 
but you could not discuss it with me 
have been one reason for tha 
terrified of him! Terrified, b 
he had. You never could f 
hungry for the possessions f 


wanted to keep hi t 
sacrificial lamb. I obeyed hin 


Bosede: Words! You 
you. You should have 

Kunle: [Incensed]. I hav ze 

Bosede: You're just a toa 
swollen with venom. Bi 
think it’s me you’re goit 
Go to your meetin 


Kunle: (Almost besid 
Get out, you bitch 


Kun 
nN 


[Both Chief and Major leap out of their 
surprise]. 

Chief: What! 

Major: You ... did what! 

Chief: Is this a joke? 

Kunle: Please sit down. I have— 
[Knock. Councillor Bamgbade enters, with 
parcel, but seeing the situation, he tries to 
muttering apologies]. “7 

Kunle: Oh come in, Baba Councillor. Come in, sir, 

Councillor But if I’m disturbing— 

Chief: No. Not at all, Councillor. In fact you appe 
at the right moment. i 

Councillor /Shaking Kunle’s hand]. My congratulatio 


you and me. I greet you Chief. And the Major! 


that, son. You know you can’t. Not to me. 
Kunle: J asked the lawyer. He advised me it 
within my rights as President and principal s 
Councillor Wait a minute. What did I he 


are? ys 
Chief: He’s cooked us a nice dish, Councillo: 
own taste. 5 


Councillor What does that— 
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0 other people. ce 
U yoworola and Hono 
presents] : rs. 
gnourable Alhaji, see 
the drinks quietly, whil 
jn the study downstair 

nle: [Hastening to meet the 

ser) my fault. [1 here a 
Honourable, Sir. 
should have receive 
hospital with my mother. 
the backyard. I’m sort} 

Alhaji: Hospital ke? 

Kunle: My son. Just started 
all around, as they all fine 

Councillor On his 
jealous! atin. 

Alhaji: My congratul 
many happy returns, 
tell you a secret. Chie 


Kunle: Thank you 

Councillor I am 
the dangerous ro 
wife would say. — 

Honourable Wi 
Unfortunately, 
should know! 


. ; wh Ga 
hould kill two birds wi 
I gotted in this Board meeting, to co 
er een Well, you are familiar with the dete 
e e 


father’s Will. His stated wish was that I shoul 


thought we 


: . today. And I have since ta 
as sal < father’s desire, but also 
ne Gaak in order to put it on a firmer footin 
exclamations all around]. : . 

Honourable But this is rubbish! What nonse 
man— well, I don’t know what he was up to. Bu 
it, you aren’t so dumb you'll take anes serious] 

Kunle: Honourable, I respect you highly, and 
you are entirely free to express your opinion. B 
appreciate it very much if in the course of it 
extend to me the little but important courtesi 
of a Board member to his Chairman. Certa 
expressions are not— ( 

Honourable [’ll be damned! Is it you, born 
who'll teach me how to speak! Your father n 
blunder by willing his position to a dumb clot | 
and the least damage you could do is let us b 
shares from you! Christ, what rubbish! What ru 

Kunle: Honourable, I am waming you— 

Alhaji: That's enough, by Allah! Are we all 
down here and watch while you stick your fi 
nose! Al-aq-bar! Where the cockroach dares 
son struts and says he’s going to dance! Do» 
what the consequence will be! 

Major: What impudence! I’ve never seen the 
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you would want 

went through all th 
Alhaji: 1 wouldn’ 

my boy, no hard 


Honourable Let ¢ 
being talked to a 


ii 4 believe it! Not you, Honourable! 

Chief : Lemp, Oe 4 you from the Board. The lawyer wij] 

Kunle: 1 siden ee esses tomorrow to recover Our money, 
vei ga go now if you wish. [Honourable rises], See 

; i arty. [He goes out]. 

Ainsji:-Ba ut we don’t need to go to court. He’s being 

ished enough! ; 

wens your opinion. Alhaji. I didn’t understand jt 
all at first, I confess. I didn’t know what it was that drove 
my father to his early death. I didn t know he’d found out 
that his best friends, his trusted friends, had betrayed him 
and he couldn’t talk, He was always a loyal man. And 
inside, the pain slowly burnt him out. You’re not hungry 
men. You're not in want. It’s just that you stole way up, 
all the way, and cannot stop stealing. You, Alhaji— 

Alhaji: [Jumps]. Yes, me! What about me! 

Kunle: Tomorrow, you'll see your face. In the hands of all 
the newspaper vendors. And later, on television. Your 
face, staring out as you're staring now. 

Alhaji: [Frightened]. My face! 

Kunle: In the papers. On T.V.! With a disclaimer by the 
Company. Anyone who does business with you does so at 
his or her own risk. You’re no longer with us. You’ve 
been DISMISSED. [Exclamations!] 


Alhaji: [Horrified]. My face! My face on the street! Me, 
Alhaji Nassir Kofoworola! Dismissed! 

Kunle: A rogue! A completely heartless rogue, who could 
plunder a friend without compunction. I won’t even 


bother to take you to court, I'll just disgrace you before 
the whole country, and dare you to go to court. 


Alhaji: My picture! (Turning round piteously]. Dismissed! 
Please save me. | have a family. I have friends. I have 
children— 
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Major: You can’t do this, you know, . : 
company with your father. We amine a eA 
means, It is the age we live in, we can’t change he ‘ites 
Everyone plunders, whether from friends or steaitoess : 
the government! It’s all in the game. The winner takes ri 
loot; the loser goes to the gutter, or into the asylum. We 
played the game and we won. Your father was no 
different. He had his teeth out just like any other— 

Kunle: I don’t want to hear anything about it. You're rotten 
all of you, and you wish to spread it. I am saying no, no 
more, no way! 

Major: We'll get you, you rat. We'll get you sooner than 
you think! /Kunle laughs]. 

Alhaji: [Fondling the ring on his finger conspicuously] 
Yes, my face will appear! But so will yours, my boy! In 
the obituary column! Or my name is not Nassir 
Kofoworola! See?— [Hits Kunle in the chest, with the 
ring hand]. 

Kunle: [Laughs]. You think you can frighten me! But your 
age is ended, my dear fathers. [They turn to go, angrily. 
He calls after them]. Stay for the party anyway! [They 
go. Councillor rises]. : 3 

Chief: Sorry, Councillor, but I wish fo go next 
[Councillor sits back]. 1 know you're sacking all of us, 
my boy. I have no wish to stay. But I am curious. What's 
my own offence? I’ve never stolen from your father. 

Councillor [Stunned] You’re not doing it, Kunle? You're 
Not going to dismiss your own father-in-law too? 

Chief: This is war, Councillor, don’t you know? There'll 
be no favourites when the bullets are flying. Let him talk. 

Kunle: Councillor, no one can live forever with shame and 
humiliation. Tonight, I am freeing myself of all burden. 
Tomorrow the lawyer is having a busy day. One ef his 
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‘onments will be to file in a divorce application on my 
assignments 


behalf. ret 
illor What! How— 

vente Chief understands. ae ae ORS he had an 
interesting discussion with my father, * {ls very room, 
That discussion eventually led to a wedding. He couldn’t 
have forgotten the details. 

Chief: I can’t recognize you! No, not anymore, Kunle! 
You've grown, grown into a terrible young man! A 
monster! Ah, I’m glad my daughter's leaving you. 

Kunle: Yes, you're glad now. But two years ago, two old 
men came here and decided that their business was more 
important than someone else’s honour. My manhood was 
at stake, all my friends were anxious, but those two men 
met and put their feet down. And it didn’t matter if I live 
the rest of my life as a fugitive, running from those who 
would meet me and quickly hide their grin behind their 
handkerchief. 

Chief: What are you saying, Kunle? She loved you. She 
was carrying your baby. Those were the important 
considerations. What did you expect us to do? 

Kunle: It was not my baby! You knew that! You were only 
thinking of your profits! 

Chief: It’s not— Well what’s the use? You won’t believe 
me. /Sighs] But that’s your own personal grievance. 
What’s the official story? 

Kunle: Associating openly with a political party. In gross 
contravention of Company regulations. Every official is 
strictly forbidden to take part in open, partisan politics, or 
the penalty is instant dismissal. You’ye been seen times 
without number with politicians, At fundraising rallies. 
On the rostrum. You’ve been photographed— 
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ouncillor But those regulations are a J 
y They don’t— mere formality, 
Chief: No, I have no defence. When feathers are 

mentioned, even the tiny opera bird owns up. So how can 
the okin, king of all the birds in the world, hide himself? | 
am guilty of partisan politics, Yes! I believe in our party’s 
policies. And I shall always do my best to promote them, 
anywhere! I, Chief Samuel Seminiyi, with the tino; 
praisename! Yes, the One-Whose-Chest-Beats-Like-A_ 
Drum! I'll send in my resignation tomorow— 

Kunle: It’s here, sir. Just your signature’s needed. 

Chief: [Stopped] You’re audacious, aren’t you? I could 
still fight you, you know— 

Kunle: You won’t, father. Your finances are in a mess at 
the moment, I know that. And there’s that castle you’re 
building in Lagos, purely to boost your ego. 

Chief: It’s not that important. I could stop it. 

Kunle:1 know you, father. I know your pride. Besides, 
there’s something else I know. 

Chief: What? 

Kunle: Madam Feyisope, the Manageress of Ireti Stores 
was trapped in that fire which gutted her stores last 
month. She’s been sent to a very expensive hospital in 
Switzerland. 

Chief: And then? 

Kunle: You still want me to go on? Madam Feyisope is 
your mistress. You set up the stores for her five years 
ago. And our Company has been paying her expenses in 
Switzerland. Father, I could decide to stop paying. 

Chief:~/Resigned, bitter]. You're a real bastard, aren’t 
you? You'll end up very badly. 
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Kunle: Sign the letter, sir. [The Chief signs and turns by 
go]. [hope you'll be staying for the party. 

Chief: [Pausing at the door]. Vl have Bosede’s old toom 
cleaned up. Tell her she’ll have a home to receive her 
back, She and her child. /Goes/. 

Councillor Last, and as they say, not the least, Ip, 
execution day today, I see. So where do I get mine? On 
the neck or in the guts? 

Kunle: [Pouring himself a drink. His head is clearly 
bothering him]. From you, my dear Councillor, I have a 
special request to make. 

Councillor Not granted, sorry. I can’t go and hang myself 

Kunle: That’s not the request I was going to make. 

Councillor Or swallow poison? Or something equally 
horrible! Thank you, my son, thank you! 

Kunle: 1 want to know, Councillor. How would you like 
coming in as my partner? 

Councillor What! What did you say? 

Kunle: A full-fledged partnership. Fifty-fifty. At absolutely 
no cost to yourself. We just take all the shares and split 
them up. 

Councillor /Laughing]. As easy as that! 

Kunle: Don’t laugh. 


Councillor But it’s got to be a joke! 


Kunle: /Giving him the papers]. Look at these. Do they 
look funny? 


Councillor (Reading them]. But ... but this is crazy! 
Kunle: (Gives him pen]. All 


you have to do is sign, over 
there. 


Councillor /Nor taking pen]. Why? Why me? 


Kunle:! told you, Councillor, that I went through the 
papers. It was like going through a street of latrines. Big 
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men, filthy practices. How money 
they don’t mind, as long as it covers i 

damask. They can stink all you care ings bo and 
alone, Councillor, your hands are clean, We ene 
through all the records. Not a single blemish against your 
name, in all of your fifteen years in the place. It’s fae a 
record! I believe you have a lot to teach me, sir, 

Councillor And so, you believe you can buy me? 

Kunle: /Taken aback] No sir! That’s not what I mean! | 
mean— 

Councillor How far are you willing to go, if I Tefuse fifty 
percent? 

Kunle: Sixty, sir. I’m kidding, seventy! Seventy percent. 

Councillor That’s quite a lot. 

Kunle:1 don’t want my father’s business to die. And I 
can’t handle it by myself, as you know. 

Councillor Then J am sorry for you, my son. You should 
have thought of that much earlier. Before you started 
whipping old men right and left like cattle in Sango’. 

Kunle: They’re worse than murderers, Councillor! They 
killed my father! They deserved it all. 


degrades people! But 


Councillor Why do you keep thinking your father could — 


not protect himself? What makes you think he could not 
have acted if he wanted? /Seeing his state]. Sit down. Let 
me tell you, I am frightened of you, my boy. Of what 
kind of beast you have become. What! How, without 
compassion, how can we remain human beings? Or does 
decency mean nothing to you? 

Kunle: They were guilty. They had to be punished. 

Councillor By you? You! You're just a kid with a new 
toy. A misguided kid padding up your chest like garefa 


4 Sango is a popular cattle market. 
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4 


is is what I'll do with 
seat he on 4 to Kunle's utter disbe ae hi 
He have stayed with you if I thought I could still hel 
Afier all I am your godfather. But it’s too late. See? 
farce has got into your head. Your fickle paper crown 
turned real in your warped imagination, and Sel See y 
galloping madly on your paper horse. You'll cra hn 
friend! See? You will smash your skull soon or break 
your spine! For you think you have power and i 
tured your head. See? You take old men, and you 
mud in their mouth. Ah! If you were my son, see 
own son, I would seize you during all that time you 
foaming, see? Foaming and showering saliva on yo 
father’s age-mates! I would seize you in my hands, 
Seize you like dry stick, and break you into pieces. — 
Kunle: If only you let me put ina word— one 
Councillor No! you’ve said enough tonight! See? You 
took advantage of people coming here in all innocence to 
rejoice with you: you didn’t think of their age or status, 
see? You just abused them and humiliated them, and 
dismissed them so ignominiously, see? From 2 Compa 
to which many of them have given much of their life— 
Kunle: Councillor—oh my head—Councillor, I understan 
now! You're just no better than them! Your hands 
clean, you don’t steal money yourself, but you'll 
nothing to stop those who dip their fingers in the wal. 
behind everybody’s back. You’re an accomplice, sir, as 
guilty as the rest! For with people like you, nothing will 
ever change. You're born to fold your arms behind your 
back and close your eyes and connive at crime. And 
that’s how you'll die, conniving and pretending, and 
calling it kindness! 
Councillor 
man! Let’s 
Take! 


Good! I brought you a gift, you courageous 
test the strength of your galloping mouth. 
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[He brings out his pr 
thrusts it violently 5d 
that we don't Sey tis. 
audience does Ne See. 
with a scream 

Kunle: /As he collap. 
his head and moani 

Councillor [Adyvanci 
death’s image, ' 


your mouth 
At the door to 


evidently on the 
hastily hides what he’s 
Bosede: [Clearly 

...I’m dead! 
Kunle: /Still un 

mea drink, B 
Councillor /To 
Bosede: Kunle! L 


Kunle: Damn it, I don’t 
drink, quickly! 
Bosede: /Grimly]. All righ 
You'll have your drit 
[She goes to the trol 
Councillor What! 
Bosede: He wants a 


bottle. Hiding it fron 
audience, she pours t 
Then she brings it to Kunle hane 


' Here’s your drink. 
Bosede Here Ip, then shouts, clutching hy 


ies it ala gui 
oe api sobbing. Kunle does a dance, in ago» , and 
collapses on the floor, moaning]. ™ 
Councillor /Refreating from him slowly). Pa 
know what it is! This is just the beginning! ; 
[But just as he reaches the door, it opens, and the Major 
enters]. i 
Councillor [Surprised]. I thought ... I thought you 
gone? ; 
Major: No, I couldn’t leave after what happened. Tsee 
taking it badly. [Pointing to Kunle]. =A 
Councillor What happened? ; 
Major: Were you not here when his wife came? 
Councillor Yes. But she said nothing. 
Major: Is that true? You mean she didn’t tell him? 
Councillor What? Talk, or you’ll make me burst a n 
Major: He... he’s gone away. . 


Major: His son, Segun. He died on the way to the 
They drove in just as I was leaving. [He stands 
to attention and salutes]. 


Councillor Oh God! 
Major: And you say she didn’t tell him? 
Councillor No. “J 


Major: So what’s he doing the ith hi i 
ee g there, with his head in 


Councillor Ask him. Poor B 5 se 
; ose. I'll ! 
[Hastens out}, a 7 


Major: [Approaching Kunle]. You know, I could kill you 


now. I have nothing to | Sa 
You bastard! & to lose. Already my life is ruined. 
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fe leans over, to 
With a shock, he 
looks up fast over | 


say something! 
soon as she touches 

and the glass falls fro 
screams. Everybody co 


son is dead! Whicho 


[Note: Just as with my ot er pl 


refuse, because ¢ 
My objection has com 
play concludes happi 
but it is also at the 
anoetic relief. It is al 
State of shock, for the m 
in their memory. All 
commentaries which 
performances of the p 
and to admit the poss: 
for Directors who may p 
alternative ending m 
last speech]: - 
Mother. Go away, yo 
house! /They leave. Si 


= 


begins to sing a dirge. Kunle ‘stirs 
seats Kunle, my son! You're alive! 
Kunle. Ah my head! Where.. where am I? . 
Mother. In my arms, my son! God is great! You're 
unle [Struggling up]. Smash! Like a brick! And 
: scatters... They're gone? {Mother nods]. Come, he 
Mama. Our life is just beginning... 


[Blackout. END ] 
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